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CHAPTER  I 


THE    MAX    WHO    WAS 

*<A  XI)  tlio  ^'ol(l  was  red— nnl  as  blood— Uko 
/\  as  if  tlu'  blood  of  tliciii  that  had  died 
for  it  on  the  Um'j;,  long  trail  had  staint'd 
it  clean  down  into  the  frozen  mud!  And  I  had 
some  of  it  in  my  hands— so!  In  these  hands! 
And  it  ran  between  my  fin<i:ers  like  little  frozen 
(ln)i)s  of  blood!  And  then  I  lost  it,  and  I'll 
never  find  it  again!     Never!  " 

I  heard  a  thin,  cracked  voice  above  me,  anu, 
leaning  on  my  shovel,  looked  up  to  where  sat  an 
old  man  with  hands  held  out,  lifting  them  up 
and  down,  clawlike,  with  the  palms  upward,  and 
lingers  opened  as  if  still  scooping  up  and  let- 
ting fall  through  them  the  streams  of  gold,  red 
and  hard,  like  frozen  blood. 

I  had  not  seen  him  before.  I  did  not  know 
when  he  had  come.  From  nnder  his  mink  cap, 
which  was  so  old  that  the  fur  was  worn  away 
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showinnr  t]i(>  l)l;i('k.  ^TCiisy  skin  Ix'ncatli.  liis 
gray  liaii-  dropped  to  liis  shoulders,  and  cov- 
<'r»'(l  liis  cars,  and  joined  the  stray-glinir,  white, 
unkempt  beard  tliat  covered  his  face.  [lis 
parka  was  too  ..rii:e  for  him,  and  had  apparently 
been  woi"n  to  die  verge  of  uselessness,  Xow  the 
sleeves  were  rolled  up,  to  expose  tho  skinny  old 
arms,  which  were  more  like  the  s<'aly,  attenu- 
ated legs  of  a  bird  than  the  nienibcrs  of  a  hu 
man  body.  His  tousers  were  patched  with 
anything  that  had  come  to  hand  until  the  origi- 
nal color  was  lost.  His  mukluks,  the  skin  boots 
of  tho  old  Alaska,  wore  |)atched,  also,  and 
frayed  until  they  no  longer  i)rotected  liis  foot. 
H"  did  not  notice  nie,  but  reached  his  with- 
ered hands  downward,  made  an  imaginar\' 
scoop  between  his  feet,  held  them  up  again, 
and  repeated: 

"Gold!    Kodgold!    Red  as  blood!" 
He    did    not    look    at    me    until    my    curt 
"  Hollo!"  aroused  him,  then  his  hands  held 
themselves  pcised,  and  he  shifted  his  bleacliod 
blue  eyes  toward  me,  and  ai)peared  to  be  trying 
to  recall  me  to  his  recollection. 
"  I  don't  know  you,"  he  said  soberh\ 
**  T  don't  sui)pose  you  do,"  F  answend.    **  I 
just  came  in.     I'm  from  Tassiar." 

Some  remnant  of  sanity  seemed  io  control 
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the  I'mli'd  cyi's,  mikI  (lie  u  itlicrfd  hands  droijped 
;in;iin  to  their  normal  position  of  rest. 

"  ("assiar.'  I  used  to  work  there.  So  you're 
iKi  cheehaheo,  eh.'  And  I've  been  to  Killisnu. 
Know  Killisnu  and  old  iiill  doyeo,  him  they 
(ailed  Killisnuish/  And  P>evins,  and  Sinclair, 
••Hid  Chapman,  and — — "  his  voice  trailed  otT 
into  a  list  of  inarticulate  names  as  his  mind 
reverted  to  the  past. 

"  That's  old  P.ill  Wilton.  Touched  he  is, 
poor  old  cuss!  "  said  a  soft,  growling  voice  be- 
hind me,  and  I  turned  to  the  man  working  with 
nie,  through  whom  I  had  come  from  Circle  City, 
far  n[)  on  the  lazy  stretches  of  the  Yukon  Kiver. 

lie  put  a  finger  on  his  lips,  and  added: 
"  Don't  pay  any  attention  to  him.  Get  Cava- 
iiaugh,  the  i)ost  trader,  to  tell  you  about  it  when 
old  Bill  isn't  around.  Bill's  got  ears  like  a 
burro,  and  he's — well,  he's  sensitive." 

He  resumed  his  shovel  again,  and  I  did  like- 
wise, knowing  that  the  day  was  waning,  and 
that  we  must  try  to  get  the  last  of  the  pay  dump 
we  had  bought  shoveled  in  before  our  scant  sup- 
ply of  water,  impounded  in  the  dam  above, 
liad  exhausted  itself;  but  I  thought  of  the 
little  information  ray  partner,  Dan  Hillyei, 
had  vouchsafed  me,  and  wondered  at  the 
strange  old  man  who  still  sat  above  us  on  the 
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bank,  and  still  reached  his  hands  down  now  and 
then,  scooped  up  the  dried  gravel,  and  let  it 
run  throu^di  his  finders  with  that  monotonous 
sing-song  of  gold—' '  Ked  gold !  Ked  as  blood !  ' ' 
I  looked  up  in  time  to  see  a  girl  come  behind 
him,  and  lay  a  gentle  hand  on  his  shoulder. 
My  work  was  forgotten  in  the  instant.  My 
partner  called  to  her,  and  lifted  his  hat,  and 
she  smiled  at  him  gravely,  and  with  friendli- 
ness. Then  she  leaped  down  th(^  bank  with 
nimble  grace,  and  met  him  as,  still  holding  his 
hat,  lie  advanced. 

"  Why,  Bessie,"  he  said,  with  his  slow  drawl, 
smiling  at  her,  "  you've  grown  to  be  a  woman 
—all  in  a  couple  of  years !  And  prettier 'n  ever. 
How  are  you,  anyway?  " 

She  laughed,  and  I  noted  that  her  lips  were 
red,  her  teeth  white  and  even,  and  that  1  was 
enchained  by  her  eyes.  They  were  like  those 
one  dreams  of  sometimes— eyes  th;.t  are  not 
quite  plain  in  their  mes>age,  but  deep,  and  soft, 
and  intelligent.  Hers  were  tempered  by  some 
suggestion  of  lasting  sadness,  and  I  wondered 
if  it  had  anything  to  do  with  the  wreck  of  a  man 
on  the  bank  above,  still  sifting  ])ebbles.  I  was 
to  have  this  answered  by  Hillyer's  introduction. 
"  Tom,"  he  said,  turning  to  me,  "  this  is  Bes- 
sie AVilton.     That's  her  daddy  u])  there  on  tlie 
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hank.  Boss  and  mc's  been  I'rionds  since  the 
day  she  was  horn,  and  tliat's  pretty  close  to 
twenty  years  ago,  ain't  it.  Bess?  " 

She  did  not  smile  when  she  shook  hands  with 
me  in  acknowledging  the  introduction,  but  gave 
me  a  long,  steady  scrutiny,  as  if  wondering 
who  I  was,  and  what  my  character.  I  fe)"^  the 
need  to  answer  her  unasked  (juestion,  but  was 
spared  the  troul)le  by  Dan. 

"  Tom  Amann's  his  full  name,"  he  said, 
"  aLd  we  hooked  up  together  down  in  the  Cas- 
sia r.  He's  from  the  Mother  Lode  mines,  and  is 
all  right.  He's  an  old  friend  of  Cavanaugh's. 
Came  on  down  here  after  I'd  come  ahead  to 
see  whether  she  was  any  good  in  this  camp. 
Cassiar  was  i)etered  out." 

"  But  you  must  have  made  something  from 
it."  ^Uo  said,  addressing  her  remarks  imi)er- 
sonally  to  both  Dan  and  me,  "  or  you  couldn't 
have  bought  Markham's  pay  dump." 

1  did  not  feel  called  upon  to  answer  or  ex- 
I'lain  that  the  i)urchase  had  been  a  gamble,  pure 
and  simple,  and  that  :\[arkham,  hurrying  out 
to  the  States  with  gold  for  another  claim,  had 
made  a  mistake  when  he  sold  us  this  ])art  of  his 
winter's  work;  for  we  were  cleaning  up  ten 
times  as  much  as  we  had  paid  for  it.  ^ly  i)art- 
iicr  laughed,  with  his  long  drawn,  si)ft  rumble, 
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and  his  next  word,  diverted  lier  from  the  topic. 

"  How's  the  old  man  making  it?    Is  he  get- 
ting any  better?  " 

Her  face  became  more  grave  as  she  turned 
and  looked  at  her  father,  on  the  bank. 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  answered  hesitatingly. 
"  There  are  days  at  a  time  when  he  seems  bet- 
ter, and  says  nothing  of— of  what  he  suffered. 
Then  tliere  are  other  days  when  he  rambles  on 
continually.  Once,  last  spring,  when  the  river 
bruKc  and  the  green  came  out  on  the  trees  back 
on  the  hills,  J  was  disturbed  in  the  night.  It 
was  a  sort  of  stealthy  noise.  I  got  up  and 
looked  in  his  i)art  of  the  cabin.  He  was  making 
a  pack,  and  his  old,  mildewed  pack  straps 
were  spread  out  on  the  floor,  with  the  ragged 
old  canvas  laid  over  them,  and  he  was  laying 
bacon  and  beans,  and  baking  powder  and  flour, 
in  parcels  on  top  of  it.  '  It's  spring,'  he  said; 
'  it's  spring,  and  I  must  be  ofif.  I'll  find  it  for 
you  this  time,  girl.'  And  it  was  all  I  could  do 
to  get  him  to  postpone  his  trij).  Sometimes  I 
give  up  hope.  Then  again  I  have  more  courage, 
and  think  i)erhaps  he  will  get  well." 

She  stopi)ed  si)eaking,  and  I  saw  that  my 
partner's  face  was  grave  with  s\'mpathy,  whicii 
she  a])peared  to  ai)i)reciate. 

"  But  what  are  you  doing?  "  he  asked  di- 
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rcc'tly,  and  with  tlie  frontiersman's  camaraderie 
which  prompted  him  to  speak  of  her  financial 
aiTairs  as  if  they  were  public. 

"  Oil,  I  am  workint?  for  Mr,  Cavanaugh," 
she  answered  easily.  "  I'm  in  the  trading  post 
now;  keep  the  books,  when  he  will  let  me,  read 
his  books,  which  he  always  volunteers,  and  so — 
well — we  get  along.  Only,  sometimes,  I  get 
tired  of  it  all." 

There  was  a  slight  note  of  rebellion  in  her 
voice  and  words,  and  I  knew,  in  a  flash,  that, 
creature  of  the  wilderness  and  the  edge  of  the 
world  as  she  was,  she  still  had  vague  longings  to 
])ass  out  into  that  life  whose  tales  o^  glamour 
and  unrest  had  reached  her  here,  more  than  a 
thousand  miles  from  the  nearest  place  that 
could  be  called  civilized. 

She  turned  away  from  us,  calling  back  an 
invitation  to  Dan  to  come  and  visit  her  cabin, 
and  wishing  me  a  mere  good-by.  She  spoke  to 
her  father,  who  obediently  rose  to  his  feet,  and 
followed  her  away  toward  the  mouth  of  the 
creek,  whicli  poured  its  shallow  waters  into  the 
Yukon. 

We  did  not  speak  as  we  began  shoveling  in 
again,  Imrrying  to  make  up  for  lost  time,  and 
the  sun  cvo\)t  across  until  it  was  low  in  the  west, 
lacing  the  broad  river  with  threads  of  shifting 
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gold,  and  permitting'  tlu-  purples  of  the  long 
Arctic  twilight  to  fasten  themselves  and  grow 
upon  the  hills. 

It  was  a  familiar,  brooding  i)oem  to  me, 
this  twilight  of  the  North,  for  1  had  striven  for 
gold  in  British  Columbia  and  Alaska  for  five 
years,  with  varying  success.  Sometixiies  it  had 
promised  largely,  and  1  had  dreamed  of  what 
greater  ventures  I  should  assume  when  the 
spring  dumps  were  cleaned,  and  at  other  times, 
hungry,  cold,  and  trail-wearied,  I  had  cursed  the 
white  pallor  which  had  beckoned  me  v, "'  nale, 
s{)ectral  fingers,  into  its  heartless  d-.  ...^  to 
whisper  madness  into  my  ears.  But  now  it  was 
summer,  and  I  loved  it. 

Cassia r  and  Circle  City  bad  not  treated  us 
ill.  We  had  no  fortune,  but  we  had  enough  to 
move  on,  and  to  keep  from  owing  the  trader  for 
su})])lies.  We  had  enough  to  buy  Markham's 
duni}),  and  in  response  to  a  letter  from  my  i)art- 
ner,  I  had  come  down  the  river  on  a  real  steam- 
boat, which  had  churned  around  bars,  ]jeril- 
ously  threaded  the  sloughs  of  the  Yukon  Flats, 
and  dumped  me,  the  night  before,  at  Neucloviat, 
the  new  camp,  that,  so  far,  had  promised  more 
than  it  had  yielded. 

Dan   had   taken   a   cabin   from   another   old 
sourdough  we  had  known  at  Circle  City,  and 
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wlio  was  K^'iii?  "  outsido  "  to  ])ass  a  winter  in 
a  warmer  climate—"  to  thaw  out  his  bones,"  he 
said. 

"  "Well,  she's  dry  again."  My  partner's 
voice  aroused  me,  and  1  looked  at  him  where 
he  stood  at  the  head  of  our  little  string  of 
sluice  boxes,  and  then  climbed  up  and  saw  that 
the  stream  was  running  so  low  and  slow  that 
it  refused  to  pass  the  mud  over  the  riffles. 
"  Guess  we'd  better  knock  off.  Let's  go  up  and 
shut  down  the  sluices,  so  that  fool  dam  will  till 
up  again.  No  use  in  trying  to  clean  uj)  with 
what  water's  left  running  in  from  the  over- 
flow." 

He  threw  his  shovel  on  the  bank,  wiped  his 
forehead  with  the  back  of  his  shirt  sleeve,  and 
we  trudged  up  the  creek  beside  our  little  ditch. 
At  the  top  wo  noted  that  the  creek  was  daily 
running  lower,  at  an  almost  alarming  rate,  aiv^ 
discussed  this  as  we  retraced  our  steps  and 
started  along  the  ]  'bbles  of  the  river  beach 
for  the  camp,  w^hich  lay  almost  two  miles  up  the 
Yukon. 

"  She  looks  like  business,  all  right,  don't 
she?  "  Dan  asked,  waving  his  hand  toward  it 
as  we  came  closer,  after  a  long,  silent  tramp,  in 
which  each  had  been  occupied  with  his  own 
thoughts. 
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I  studied  tho  Jong  range  of  liigh  banks  fac- 
ing the  river,  wliicli  at  that  point  was  a  full 
half  mile  broad.    Here  and  tliere  they  rose  into 
high  cliff's,  cut  away  into  sheer  lines  by  the 
ferocity   of  si)ring  ravages   of  flood   and   ice. 
Across    from    the    cani^)    they   bordered    long, 
gradually  ascending  slo])es,  timbered  in  a  heavy 
green.     The  camj)  itself  was  on  a  bench  full 
sixty  feet  above  the  low- water  mark,  and,  back 
of  that  again,  the  moimtains  climbed  abruptly 
upward,  clad  in  somber  firs,  and  lightened  by 
patches  of  silver  birch,  among  which  the  even- 
ing shadows  seemed  lingering  in  a  soft,  hazy 
good-night. 

More  than  two  hundred  cabins  were  •Jiere, 
including  the  straggling  row  of  dance  halls,' 
trading  posts,  "  stores,"  saloons,  and  "  outfit- 
ters "  which  fronted  the  river  as  if  inviting  it 
to  stop  and  view  the  grandeur  of  pionoerdom. 

From  some  of  the  cabins,  which  scattered 
without  pretense  of  street  back  toward  the  hills 
behind,  pale  wreaths  of  blue  smoke  crawled 
lazily  upward,  and  the  ring  of  an  ax  as  some 
miner,  loafing  for  the  summer,  chopped  barely 
wood  enough  for  his  evening  meal,  mingled  with 
tlie  soft  cry  of  the  water  fowl  speeding  here 
and  there  in  quest  of  night  feeding  grounds. 

In  the  strange,  vibrant  stillness  of  a  sum- 
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mor's  iii^lit  on  the  Arctic  ("ircle,  all  sounds  were 
magnified.  The  "  scinawlin.i;  "  of  a  baby  from 
the  native  settlement  on  the  far  sitle  of  the 
river,  tlie  bawiing  song  of  a  boatman  coming 
across,  the  barlving  of  the  malennites  as  they 
tore  up  and  down  the  shingle  beach  in  front  of 
the  native  village,  and  the  fierce  crescendo  of 
howls  and  growls  when  they  engaged  in  a 
fight;  the  guttural  cries  of  a  sc^uaw  as  she  put 
an  end  to  the  altercation  with  a  club,  and  drove 
the  combatants,  yelping,  to  the  huts  of  their 
owners;  a  bellow  of  laughter  from  the  front  of 
one  of  the  rival  trading  posts  where  some  man 
tokl  a  story  that  met  the  a})proval  of  liis 
auditors. 

Somehow,  in  its  wild  freedom,  it  was  in- 
spiriting, and  I  was  glad  to  be  alive,  to  be  a 
Ijart  of  it,  and  to  forget  that  winter  was  com- 
ing again  inexorably.  But  as  I  walked  I 
thought  of  Elizabeth  Wilton,  and  wondered 
why  she  was  there;  who  she  was;  where  she 
had  gatliered  that  cultivated  speech;  and  what 
brought  the  sadness  and  longing  to  her  eyes  as 
she  turned  them  on  the  man  wlio  reiterated  the 
drone  of  gold  that  was  red  as  blood! 


(  llAPTER  IL 


THE  BTOHY  OF  RED  GOLD 

TiTE  ]i,e:lits  of  tho  koroscno  lamp?*  woro  dim 
and  low  wlion  I  strolled  into  Cavanau,<cli's  that 
ni<j:lit.     IIo  was  k'anin.ir  across  his  rou.i^di  wood 
(N'sk,  oilcloth  covered,  and  totalin<r  a  column 
of  ii*2:Tires.    Tlu  lamp  above  him,  and  tlie  sliad- 
ows  behind,  accentuated  the  whiteness  of  liis 
liair,  until  it  was  rendered  a  halo  of  silver. 
The  smell  of  the  trading  post  was  around  him, 
from  the  damp,  pungent  odor  of  seal  oil  han«?- 
ing  from  bladders  in  the  loft,  the  acrid  scent  of 
furs,    native    cured,    the    sweet    fragrance    of 
sugar,  freshly  opened,  the  lower  aromas  of  rice, 
and  the  salt  smokiness  of  hams  and  bacon  sus- 
])ended  from  the  rafters  above.     The  sliadows 
of   light,   ])laying   across   the    lurid    labels    of 
canned  vegetables  and  meats,  and  the  gaudv 
prints  which  the  Indians  loved,  and  the  strings 
of  beads  hanging  to  the  shelf  junctures,  ren- 
dered them  all  a  mellow  setting,  as  they  stared, 
harmonized,  from  the  gloom. 

"  Hello,"  he  greeted  me,  lifting  his  head,  and 
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Wwn,  "  (;h,  it's  you,  is  it,  Tom  Amaiin?  Glad 
you  dropped  in.  How  do  you  like  our  cami)? 
Jjooks  like  Circle  used  to  two  or  three  years 
a,t,'o,  doosu't  itf  " 

He  drew  away  from  the  desk,  and  came  back 
to  the  counter,  across  which  he  threw  his  weight 
and  leaned  on  his  elbows,  as  if  inviting  con- 
versation. 

I  studied  his  face  as  I  answered  with  ordi- 
nary, courteous  conversation.  It  was  a  strange 
face,  full  of  strange  complexities.  It  had  the 
forehead  of  the  student,  and  the  thoughtful 
eyes  of  the  student;  yet  its  chin  was  aggressive, 
and  the  mouth  clean-cut  and  decisive.  It  was 
that  chin  which  must  have  brought  him  to 
Alaska  full  thirty  years  before,  when  to  so 
venture  was  to  make  a  greater  essay  than  had 
been  the  reckless  sailing  of  Columbus  in  quest 
of  a  new  world. 

I  had  heard  tales  of  his  past,  that  told  of  a 
fiery  youth,  of  sudden  brawls  in  Pacitic  Coast 
camps,  and  of  a  flight  after  a  quarrel  when  his 
enemy  had  lain  white  and  still  at  his  feet.  Men 
reiterated  that  he  was  i  n  Irish  gentleman  by 
birth,  and  spoke  resp-^ctfully  of  his  attainments. 
He  was  said  to  have  known  the  shadows  of 
Magdalen  College  in  that  glorious  seat  of  learn- 
ing, Oxford.     And  yet  here  he  was,  white  and 
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old,  ninniiio-  a  tiadiii.y  post  that  was  as  iso- 
lated as  any  in  the  uoiJd. 

1  was  so  al)>oi'lM'(l  in  liMcniiii;-  to  Iiis  coiu- 
Micnts  that  I  hati  ahuost  foruottcn  my  (h-sir,. 
to  know  more  of  old  |',ill  Wi|t,,„  until  he  ro- 
IVrrod  to  it  himself.  It  was  al'tei-  1  sny^csted 
that  1  was  keeping'  him  from  liis  bookkeeping, 
lie  laughed  at  tiiat. 

"  Well,  it  really  doesn't  amount  to  much," 
he  said,  "  and  can  wait.  I  have  a  liookkeepor 
in  my  clerk,  Bessie  Wilton;  hut  I  must  give 
her  a  lesson  in  ({reek  tomorrow,  and  so 
thought  1  would  make  it  a  trifle  easier  for 
her." 

I  sustained  a  distinct  emotion  of  surjjrise  at 
his  words,  and  wondered  how  far  his  educa- 
tional elYorts  with  the  girl  1  jiad  seen  on  the 
bank  had  led  him.  The  idea  of  a  girl  so  ad- 
vanced in  lier  studies  as  to  be  worrying  over 
(Jreek  verbs,  in  that  most  isolated  spot  of  the 
wilderness,  was  incongruous.  He  must  have 
read  my  thought,  for  again  he  laughed,  with 
that  low,  musical,  amused  note. 

"  It  has  been  rather  a  recreation  of  mine," 
he  said,  "  ever  since  she  was  a  mere  riip  of  a 
girl.  She's  never  had  a  chance,  and  slic  was  so 
brigiit  that  I  began  it  rather  as  an  amuse- 
ment, kept  it  up  until  I  found  that  it  was  excel- 
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lent  iiiciital  training'  lor  iiiyscU",  and,  upon  my 
word,  slic  is  a  wonder !  " 

His  voice  betrayod  c'onsidoral)l('  i)ride  in  his 
pupil.  Ill'  swun.if  liis  lo<i;s  over  tlie  counter  with 
such  ease  that  liis  years  we -e  Itelied,  and  sat 
on  the  outer  ed^e  by  niy  si(h'. 

"  It  must  he  soniethin<ij  in  the  iirimitivcncss 
of  her  surroundings,"  ho  went  on,  "  that  niakos 
her  so  intelligent.  Nothing  to  distract  her  at- 
tention, you  know.  No  fol-de-rols  of  civiliza- 
tion, no  pink  teas,  pink  jiarties,  or  pink  youn^ 
men  to  flirt  with.  Why,  Tom,  I  believe  that 
l)upil  of  mine  could  pass  with  honor  almost  any 
university  examination  that  mi^iit  be  })Ut  up  to 
her.    1  know.     I've  a  de^a-ee  or  two  myself." 

It  sounded  almost  like  a  boast,  this  pride  in 
his  pujjil  and  his  own  education.  The  student 
was  speaking;  again. 

"  It  seems  rather  a  pity  that  a  man  of  your 
attainment  should  be  buried  here,"  I  blurted 
out,  and  for  an  instant  he  frowned  and  fixed 
his  eyes  on  me  harshly,  as  if  satisfyintc  him- 
self whether  or  not  [  was  imix'rtinent;  then, 
evidently  deciding  that  my  words  veiled  noth- 
ing suggestive  or  inquisitive,  his  face  relaxed, 
and  he  gave  something  approaching  a  sigh. 

"  Perhaps,"  he  replied  slowly.  "  But  Fate 
does  for  us  all.    Now,  there's  that  girl.    If  fate 
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had  not  llinist  uw  into  tlic  out-of  the  w.iy 
j)laces,  she  rni^'lit  have  <^ro\vii  up  in  tlir  woi'st 
ij^Miorancc,  and  an  intcili^M-ncc  would  }iav<'  hccii 
wasted,  Sijc  niiKlit  liavc  reverted.  The  eall  of 
that  ei^htli  of  Indian  blood  rnitrht  have  made 
itself  lieard,  and  lured  her  haek  to  the  bara- 
})aras." 

"  Indian  blood!  An  eii^dith  Indian  bh>od!  " 
I  exolaimed, 

"  Oh,  I  di(hrt  think.  I  supposed  j-ou  liad 
heard  the  family  liistoi  y,  and  abo  ))ooi-  old 
Bill.  '  Ked  Gold  Wilton,'  some  of  \\w  l)oys 
ctill  him.  Let's  see!  When  you  were  iu  Circle 
they  were  up  the  river  with  I'revost." 

''What  about  Wilton?"  I  asked  eagerly. 
"  I  saw  him  to-day,  and  T  was  eurious  al)out 
him — about  what  brought  him  to  that  condi- 
tion." 

For  a  moment  Cavanau^h  sat  riuietly,  look- 
ing out  throu,;2:h  the  door  at  the  ^rowinjj:  twi- 
light, and  I  thought  ho  was  not  going  to  gratify 
my  curiosity;  then  he  thrust  his  hand  into  the 
pocket  of  his  mackinaw,  ])ulled  out  a  well- 
seasoned  pipe,  filled  it  with  the  black  "  sheep- 
dip  "  of  the  Xorth,  and  lighted  it. 

"  Bill  Wilton,"  he  said  at  last,  "  has  gone 
through  enough  to  have  killed  more  than  one 
man  out  of  every  ten.    He  was  one  of  the  hand- 
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Hoiiu'Ht  mci.  I  rvor  saw  wlicu  I  first  caino  into 
til.'  Xortli.  Tiiat  was  thirty  y.-urs  ago.  1  had 
found  a  position  with  tiic  old  Hudson's  liay 
Coiupany  up  on  the  Stewart,  when  he  eaiin' 
there  for  supplifs.  I  made  up  an  outfit  for  him, 
and  enjoyed  watthin^;  him." 

C'avauaugii's  voice  had  dropp(Ml  to  a  remi- 
niscent vein,  and  I  settled  myself  to  a  more 
eomfortahle  position. 

"  lie  stood  at  least  six  feet  and  an  inch  in 
his  moccasins,  had  eyes  like  hot  steel,  and  the 
^M-ace  of  a  japiar.  By  heavens!  I  saw  that 
man  stand  tiat-footed,  and,  without  any  pre- 
liminary elTort,  or  raising'  his  hands,  jump  clear 
over  a  counter  higher  than  this,  just  to  stretch 
his  nmsdes  apjtarently!  His  strength  was 
prodigious.  He  could  carry  anything  he  could 
gi't  on  his  back.  Ho  could  outlast  any  native 
tiiat  ever  lived  on  tne  trail,  and  go  farther  on 
snowshoes  than  anyone  1  ever  knew.  His  en- 
(hirance  was  incredible.  He  was  a  wonderful 
man,  and  it  was  a  joy  to  hear  him  talk,  because 
he  enjoyed  living.  His  voice  wasn't  like  it  is 
now.     You've  heard  him!  " 

1  nodded  my   head,   recalling  that  cracked, 
quavering  monologue  of  "  Ked  gold." 

"  His  voice  was  big  and  round,  and  like — 
like— ever  hear  the  big  bell  in  Moscow?     No? 
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A\>11,  it  was  like  that,  ajiyway.  One  of  those 
voict's  that  yuii  could  Iiear  in  your  mind  loni? 
after  lie  liad  finished  spcakinsr.  I've  heard  him 
come  singing  down  the  trail  nearly  a  mile  away, 
on  a  still  evening  like  tliis,  and  you  can  bet 
we  all  used  to  listen." 

Cavanaugh  >lio()k  his  head,  and  was  silent  for 
a  moment,  as  if  absorbed  in  his  own  memories. 
I  was  about  to  ask  him  a  question,  when  of  his 
own  volition  he  resumed. 

''  1  don't  suppose  you  ever  heard  the  story; 
])ut  tliere  is  a  legend,  among  the  natives,  dating 
back  to  1  don't  know  how  long  ago,  and  cer- 
tainly known  to  the  (;id  II.  B.  factors  for  more 
than  a  liuudred  years,  that  somewhere,  far  up 
in  the  North,  there  is  a  dei)osit  of  gold  that 
is  enormous.  It  is  red,  and  the  Indian  sagas 
slmdder  when  it  is  mentioned.  They  say  it  is 
accursed.  I'm  not  superstitious;  but  there  may 
be  something  in  it.  I  don't  know!  There  are 
lots  of  things  in  this  existen<  e,  fourth  dimen- 
sion, perhaps,  that  men,  puny  and  blunt  of  in- 
telligence, may  not  <'omprehend.  I'm  less  as- 
sertive and  conri'a  lutory  about  tliose  inex- 
jdicable  manifestations  than  T  used  to  be,  thirty 
years  ago.  when  1  came  in  here.  an<l  believed 
that  anytliing  1  couldn't  exj)lain.  didn't  exist!  " 

T  was  surprised  at  this  evidence  of  mysticism, 
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superstition,  or  whatever  it  ini,i;Iit  be  classed, 
coming'  from  his  lips;  but  I  lu'kl  silence,  wait- 
iuj^  for  him  to  continue. 

"  Probably  I>ill  Wilton  jiaid  small  attention 
to  the  legend,  although  ho  nuist  have  heard  of 
it,"  he  continued,  "  until  after  he  nuirried  the 
daughter  of  old  MacCulloch.  ]\Iac  was  the  fac- 
tor  of  the  il.  !>.  post,  where  I  worked  when  I 
came  in  from — well,  that  doesn't  matter.  Mac 
had  married  a  half  breed  Cree  girl.  Daughter 
of  another  If.  B.  factor,  u\>  country,  she  was, 
and  she  might  have  been  handsorie  when  he 
met  her;  she  wasn't  when  I  gOt  ac(iuainted  with 
her.  Gone  to  fat.  a  screeching  tongue,  and  he 
':ad  to  keep  the  ]iost  rum  under  lock  and  key. 
But  she  bore  a  girl  that  was  more  Scotcli  than 
Cree.  I'd  have  married  hei-  myself,  if  I  could 
have  done  so,  but  Bill  Wilton,  with  everytliing 
ajjout  him  to  command  a  woman's  affection, 
got  her.  I  couldn't  blame  her.  lie  was  Wilton 
the  magnificent,  with  his  big  laugh  and  his  big 
voice,  and  his  big  strength. 

"  You  can  see  what  kind  of  a  num  he  was 
when  1  tell  you  that  on  the  day  she  promised  to 
niari'y  him  he  lii'st  went  to  old  Mac,  and  told 
him  that  he  was  going  to  jnan-y  his  daughter, 
then  ^am<  directly  to  n.e,  and  })Ui  out  his  hand, 
and  said,  '  Sorry  for  yo  i,  Cavanaugh,  but  it's 
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luok,  and  yun'rc  our  best  friend.  Shake!  ' 
That  was  his  way.  And  I  danced  at  their  wed- 
ding when  the  litth'  missionary  from  Shebahilh 
came  ui)  and  performed  th<'  ceremony,  and  ohl 
MacCulloch  broached  a  keg  of  brandy  that  had 
been  in  the  post  for  fifty  years." 

He  knocked  the  ashes  from  his  pipe,  and, 
after  rubbing  it,  with  a  ruminating  attitude,  on 
the  tail  of  his  mackinaw,  slipped  it  back  into  his 
pocket,  crossed  one  leg  over  the  other,  clasped 
the  upraised  knee  with  his  hands,  and  again 
spoke. 

''  Bill  had  a  couple  of  seasouo  of  ])ad  luck 
working  the  bars,  which  was  about  all  the  min- 
ing that  was  done  in  that  part  of  the  country  at 
that  time,  and  one  day  he  came  into  the  post, 
and  sat  .nd  talked  to  me  for  a  long  time  about 
his  plans.  He  wanted  to  know  if  I  had  ever 
heard  anything  about  the  red  gold.  I  laughed, 
and  told  him  it  was  about  as  reliable  a  tale  as 
any  other  that  the  natives  told,  and  that  i)rob- 
ably  it  was  about  as  true  as  the  story  of  the 
first  fire,  and  the  first  boat,  and  the  interven- 
tion of  the  Great  Si)irit  when  the  seven  tribes 
went  to  war;  but  AVilton  didn't  laugh.  I  re- 
member yet  how  he  sat  there,  staring  at  the 
light  through  the  crack  of  one  of  those  big  drum 
stoves,  and  smoking,  and  sometimes  not  wink- 
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ill*;-  Ills  eyes  lor  a  loii.i;'  tiinc,  as  ii'  he  wore  ab- 
sorbed  in  some  (Ircaiii. 

"  '  The  old  woiiinii,'  lie  sai<l,  referring  to 
Mac's  wife,  Ids  inotiier-indaw,  *  has  been  tell- 
ing- me  about  it,  and  I  u'ot  into  a  native  kazbi^n, 
eoniin<4-  down  tlif  ti'ail  llic  other  ni<i,'ht,  and 
beard  nioi-e  (d"  it  from  an  old  buck  that  wanted 
to  be  friendly.  I  IjelicN-e  there  is  sucli  a  bMlti:e, 
and,  C'a\anaiii;li,  I'm  gninsj^  to  try  to  find 
it !  ' 

"  You  may  lie  sure  T  trieil  to  talk  bim  out 
of  the  notion;  but  you  see  the  man  liad  lived 
80  long  among  tbe  natives,  bad  wandered  over 
so  many  thousand  niik's  of  wildeniess,  was  so 
unafraid,  and  so  down  on  his  luek,  tliat  lie  was 
icady  to  hcliexe  ;nid  to  try  anything,  i  don't 
think  old  Atari 'iilloi'h  was  su{)erstitious  when 
it  came  to  gold:  but  he,  to(;,  ti'ied  to  dissuade 
Wilton,  who  grew  more  stubboi'U  each  day  as 
he  made  his  ]»lans.  lie  left  his  wife  at  the  post, 
loaded  up  his  dog  sled,  and  sli})ped  away  into  the 
North  one  brisk  Decemlx'r  morning,  following 
some  idea  of  his  own.  gathered  i)robably  from 
what  he  had  gleaned  from  the  native  gossip. 

"  And  the  Indians?  He  otfeied  all  sorts  of 
indueeniejits  to  g(>t  (Ui<^  to  go  with  liim,  because 
no  man,  no  matter  how  braxc  he  is,  likes  to 
]iull  out  that  way.  ;iIon(>.     It  gets  on  his  rierves. 
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lUit  tlu'it'  wasn't  an  lii<liaii  <'ouul  be  induct'J  to 
i;a  with  liini  lor  money  or  prciuiise. 

"  I  >lian't  t'oriict  tlie  morniii,-'  he  ht't.  The 
sky  was  cohl  and  (hisky,  as  it  always  is  at  that 
time  of  the  year,  when  lie  strai^'htened  his  do.i;s 
out  and  ha(h'  his  witV  u'ood-by  in  front  of  the 
]H)st.  There  was  one  withered  old  s(|uaw  there 
who  lookeil  like  a  native  Witeh  of  i-hidor,  who 
abandoned  lier  sto!i(Hty,  shook  her  skinny,  dirty 
old  claws  in  the  aii'.  and  told  him  he  was  ^'oing 
int'«  the  l.ind  of  the  accursed;  that  the  end  of 
his  trail  would  lead  him  to  the  devil,  and  that 
God  Almi;uhty  had  set  His  seal  on  those  ])ar- 
rens  where  the  .n'old  was  supposed  to  be  wait- 
inii-,  1emptin,!J,'  and  retj. 

"  Wilton's  wife  cried  a  little,  and  weakened 
at  the  last,  and  clnn,^-  to  him,  with  her  arms 
around  his  neck,  out  there  under  the  void  morn- 
ini;-  <lusk,  and  be,:;,i;e(l  him  to  .i;ive  it  up;  but  he 
pulled  her  arms  loose,  tenderly  but  (h'termined, 
and  lauiihe(l.  with  that  l)i,i;-,  reckless,  belldike 
lan,i>h  of  his.  ran  out  to  the  handles  of  his  sled, 
yelled  '  Marchons!  '  to  his  leader,  and  tore  away 
down  the  riser's  fare,  with  the  frosted  snow 
skii-ling-  n[;  behind  him  in  a  little  cloud.  He 
was  a  brave  fi^'U''*'  «'l  :i  iJ'^iu  ''s  he  turned,  just 
befoi'e  takimi'  the  lieiid,  waved  a  ,i''oodd)y  to  us, 
and  blew  a  kiss  off  his  mittened  fiui^crs  to  his 


THE  STORV  OF  1M:I)  (I()[J) 


23 


Avil'c,  who  was  cliii-liin  to  lici'  I'atlu'i-'s  arui, 
with  tears  lunniiig  likt.'  tlrops  o^  ire  dowu  her 
checks, 

"  It  was  hito  ill  tlie  sj)riiii^-  when  lie  came 
back.  He  sta.^'gered  into  the  post  one  day,  so 
lean,  and  thin,  and  bony,  that  one  couhl  scarcely 
rccoonize  iiiin,  and  tell  ;icross  the  steps  of  the 
storeroom  where  Me  were  w(jrkin,i>-.  I  ran  over 
and  picked  hiiu  np  wiiere  he  liad  I'aneii  inside. 

"  '  (Jriih!  '  he  croaked.     '  I'm  starvin,^-!  ' 

"  1  g'ot  it  I'or  Inm.  and  ran  across  to  te||  bis 
wii'e  and  old  Mac  that  he  was  home  a,i;ain. 
It  took  him  at  least  ten  days  to  recover,  he  was 
so  far  .uone.  He  had  traveh'd  so  far  that  be 
liad  lost  connt  oT  distances,  and  when  his  su])- 
]tiies  ran  out,  ;;te  his  do.^s,  one  at  a  time — ate 
his  miikhiks,  boik'd  his  fur  parka,  tried  to  eat 
the  h-atber  of  his  pack  stra[»s!  .\iid  there  was 
nothini;'  but  the  iron  nerve  and  the  iron  body 
of  Bill  AVilton  that  brought  liim  back  alive. 

"  All  the  ,-nmnier  lon.g  be  worked  the  bars 
and  got  potu'  pay.  His  strength  came  back, 
and  once  in  a  while  ii<'  langbcd;  Imt  be  was  not 
the  same  IJill  AVilton.  He  worshiped  his  wife, 
and  when  she  was  near  ajipeaiiHl  to  have  a 
sort  of  content;  l)iu  when  she  left  him  he  wonid 
sit  and  brood,  and  there  was  a  light  in  lis  eyes 
that    wasn't    nice    to    see;    a    something    of   a 
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slindow,  as  il"  lie  li.-isl  seen  smiU'tliiiii;'.  or  his 
.sullVriims  on  llial  Ifip  luu!  td'aiidccl  his  soul 
with  a  icil  iron-  red  as  the  .uold  he  soni^'ht. 

**  In  the  second  win! or  he  was  restless,  and 
would  have  ixouc  aij^aiu.  I  hclicvc.  liad  it  not 
h(  ('(1  I'oi-  tiic  protcstat  i('  >  and  nh'adin^s  ot'  his 
wilV',  who  was  none  1'm>  well.  .Vnd  anolh'-i' 
sumniiT  \\(  i;t  by,  and  his  moodiness  and  nerv- 
ousness ui'ew.  lie  wasn't  the  eonj,  iauti'liinuf 
Bill  \\'ilto!i  any  mure.  He  was  a  man  maddened 
hy  a  ilream.  And  tie'  di'eam  was  not  t'or  liim- 
seir.  hut  i'or  what  he  rni.uhl  do  il'  \\o  iVnmd  that 
ledi^'e  and  laid  its  riches  at  his  wife's  I'eet.  1 
credit  him  wilii  that.  lie  was  a  fool!  He 
tlionulit  that  it  took  Mold  Iv)  make  her  happy, 
and  he)'  happiness  was  his  greatest  anihition. 
Wm  see.  il  had  uot  on  hi>  mind,  with  its  eurso. 

"  Decemher  ejinie  auain,  and  he  had  luithini^ 
to  do.  Mae  wanted  him  to  wock  I'or  tln'  FI.  B., 
]>ut  Im'  ]iad  an  idea  thai  his  u'oini;'  to  work  would 
mean  my  disehar.i^c,  and  pei'hai^s  lu'  was  riylit. 
1  ne\'er  (|uit<'  knew,  sav(^  tliat  1  fancy  old  Mac 
would  have  let  nu^  .^o  as  coolly  as  if  T  wer(>  a 
eondfinned  doi;-  if  il  served  his  own  aims.  [ 
M'isli  i  had  rejisoiuMJ  it  out  sooiu'r.  and  (|uit.  T 
would.  lia\'e  li\-ed  with  the  natives  in  a  kazh.c;;!, 
or  connuunal  house,  to  lia\e  sa.ved  eitlier  Bill 
AViltc/ii   or   his   wife    what    followed.      Ves,   IM 
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l!;i\('  walkcil  into  t!ic  stoi'^Toom,  strii>pc(i  ;i 
hool,  and  I'miiid  tlic  tria-iici'  of  a  I'ilic  with  my 
toe,  to  liavc  saved  her  the  MilTrriiiL;-  that  cainc. 
I"'(tr  r.ill  W'iitoii  L'l'cw  more  rcstlos  day  hy  day, 
and  well!!  'i'lii-  tiiiH-  sill,'  nearly  I'el!  to  lier 
knees  on  the  snow,  in  a  soil  oi"  h>steri('al 
n,i?ony,  to  re-lrain  .hini.  Shi'  sohheti,  and  ]iatte<l 
his  elieek,  and  ehnej;  t(»  him,  until  he  ahnost 
tore  hinr<e!t'  hiose  j'rom  her  h;inds,  a.iiil  ran 
away  al'ter  his  yelj 'inu' do.u's  as  if  thi'  de\il  wei'(> 
di'i\in,u'  him  on.  and  witht»nt   hiokiii;^-  ])ack. 

"  Her  faliier  and  i  i>iel:ed  her  no.  and  oM 
Mae  eni-sed  his  strange  Siottish  oaths,  and  tohl 
her  not  to  ma.ke  a  I'oo!  of  hersi'lf.  and  ahiiost 
dra^ii,ged  her  into  the  liou.-e.  That  is  another 
day   I   sliaii't   l'oi't;('t ! 

*'  In  ei^'ht  moiiths  al'tei'  the  doL;s  tore  away 
over  the  snow.  Bill  ^Vilton  was  a  father,  and 
a  widower!  And  on  that  dreadrnl  niy-lit  the 
withered  oKl  er<tne  s(|Uatted  on  the  d(.or>tei>  of 
the  iielt  house,  and  !■  eked  to  and  fro.  and  nnit- 
teivd:  •  (lojd!  Devil  "s  "ohl !  IJed.^ohl!  The 
white  man's  eui'se  is  eome,'  unUl  \  di'ove  her 
away.  1  was  half  mad  uiyself.  It  was  hori-i))!e  ! 
1  had  heard  tlioso  a,i;'oniz<'d  <'rii's  in  tin-  ui^ht, 
soundini;'  through  hti;'  »valls,  hour  after  hour, 
with  no  doctor  withiu  live  hund.red  miles,  and 
her  life  goiui;'  out!     (Joing  out  when  it  might 
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lia\"('  liccii  sa\<Ml.  if  aiivdiic  had  known  liow. 
And  tliu^  was  I5cssi('  hoi'ii.  dlT  uj)  IIktc  i  n  a 
winter  nii;iit  when  tlic  stars  sccincd  near  and 
\\Mv]\\UiX."' 

Cavanannii's  voice  liad  drojijied  >inlil  it  was 
scarcely  andilile.  lie  >eenie(l  to  ])e  talking-  to 
liinisell",  rather  than  to  me.  and  for  a  h)n,}^^  tinio 
lio  sat  there,  witii  hi^  head  drooped  t'orwar«l  on 
his  hreast.  and  Iiis  hands  liani;inn-  li<th'ss  and 
inert  l)y  his  si(h's.  I  respected  the  soi'row  that 
J  knew  hrid,^•e(l  in  the  nnspoken  >entences  whon 
ho  s))oke  <»r  that  woman  whom  he  had  h)ved, 
and  wlio  lia<)  so  piaint'ully  ]iarted  sonl  and  l)ody 
on  that  t'ar-.^'one  ni.uht.  His  \-oice  was  (h-ad 
level  and  ohl  when  he  auain  took  up  his  nai'ra- 
tivo,  and  he  did  not  look  at  me,  hut  ratiior  into 
the  shadows  of  the  room,  as  if  seeing  ghosts  of 
liis  youth. 

"  Wilt(m  dill  not  I'efurn.  A  native  brought 
a  letter  which  had  been  passed  from  hand  to 
hand,  runninu-  around  by  the  wav  of  Point  I'ar- 
I'ow  on  the  7iorth(>rn  vo;\M  of  Alaska  to  St. 
Michael's,  then  up  the  Yukon,  l)y  slow  stages, 
and,  a^  if  in  tra\-esty,  it  was  addressed  in  its 
worn  handwritinii'  to  his  wife  I  To  the  wife  that 
liad  been  dead  almost  six  months  when  it  came. 
Old  Mac  and  1  tore  it  o])en.  and  road  it  to- 
gether, one  night  in  the  tiading  post.    Bill  had 
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suffered  (iod  only  kiuiws  \vli;it,  l»ii1  was  now 
fi<?litin<i^  a«i-ainst  fate,  lie  liad  wandered,  and 
starved,  and  been  reseiieil  hy  some  liuntin.t,^ 
natives  when  almost  dead,  taken  to  I'oiid  I')ar- 
row,  <>-ot  another  outfit  from  the  whalers  after 
he  had  recovered  his  stren-th,  and  was  <;-oin^- 
hack,  lie  said  he  thought  he  knew  wiiei-e  it 
was,  the  i'e(l  oold.  And  that  he  wouhl  eithei- 
die  or  get  it." 

He  su(hh'nly  leaned  toward  me,  frownin.2: 
throuii'h  the  .uioom,  and  lield  me  with  liis  eyes 
and  the  su-rucstion  of  awe  in  his  voice. 

"  Do  you  know  what  haitpeiUMl .'  That  post 
had  a  bai'rica(h'  around  the  l)uildini,^s.  The 
gates  had  l'"en  locked  thai  night,  because  some 
of  the  natives  iiad  taken  to  i)ilfering.  It  was 
almost  midnight  when  we  oi.(>ned  that  letter 
and  read  it,  and  yet.  when  we  ha<l  finished,  the 
door  opened,  and  into  the  I'oom  came  that  old 
s(iuaw  witch,  with  the  frost  falling  around  her 
in  diower  as  the  warm  air  fought  the  di'aft 
of  cold  from  without,  and  raised  her  hands !    It 

is  tru(^! 

"■  Clairvoyance  you  may  call  it.  or  some- 
thing else.  I  don't  know.  I've  never  told  this 
before  to  any  living  num,  because  most  of  them 
wouldn't  understand,  or  would  think  me  a  liar; 
but  1  tell  it  to  you  because  I  believe  you  are 
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ready  td  listen  to  souk-  tliir.L's  tli;it  (uic  dorsn't 
ol'tcn  iiicnliiiii.  She  u;i>  liicic  in  llic  ihnn'way. 
How  slic  'j;()\  ill.  oi-  o\<T  the  slochndc.  |  dmi't 
know.  l)Ut  she  wa^  tlxTc!  She  stood  I'oi'  a  liill 
liall"  iniiiufc.  and  aitliouuii  I'm  not  >niMT- 
stitions,  i  Iflt  tlic  liair  li-c  on  my  hiad.  (  Md 
]\Ia«'  soi-t  of  stood,  with  the  letter  in  !ii>;  hands, 
as  it'  paraly/.ed,  ;ind  lie  >eo\\led  at  her  with  his 
Jiai'd.  weathei'  I)eati'n   Scotch   I'aee. 

"  •  And  Ik-  -ays  lieMl  -el  it  or  die!  '  slv 
croaked  in  her  n;iti\(  tonLiiie.  which  was  as 
clear  to  u-  a^  onr  own.  '  And  he  -hall  die! 
Not  with  the  hody,  hat  willi  the  mind!  Me  will 
find  it,  and  it  is  cursed.  It  shall  he  red,  like 
blood,  and  it  will  hnrn  his  heart  to  a  i-ed  a-h.' 

"  Old  Mac  made  a  rn>li  I'or  her,  white,  eurs- 
iuix,  and  distrauuiit.  She  sj^at  at  him  M'liom- 
oiLsly,  held  her  hands  up  to  ward  him  otV  with 
a  di,miit.\-  that  made  him  cowei'  hack,  and  tlieu 
the  d()()r  shut  with  a  hany',  atid  she  was  tf()!!(\ 
Vov  a  halt"  minute  we  stood  there  looking'  at 
each  other,  and  then,  (o,;i<'t her,  ran  to  the  door, 
and  i»ulle(l  it  open,  'i'lie  moon  was  in  the  full, 
and  shone  so  hriulil.  and  co!d.  and  wliite,  that 
every  buildint;:  stood  out. 

"  l>ut  the  stockade  was  enipt_\-!  Tiie  .i^ates 
were  slnit,  and  we  ran  (.ul  to  them  to  find  them 
locked.     1  ti)r"  a  key  tVom  juy  ])ocket,  and  niy 
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finders  shook  as  I  s|ir;iii,u'  llic  lock.  Wf  r;in  out 
side,  'i'licic  \\;is  iiotliiiii;'  in  sii;|it  s;i\f  tin-  iiii- 
liidkcii  snow.  W'f  i;m  ;ii'oini(l  lln'  stnck;u!i'  to 
set'  wlicrc  slic  ii;i!  ^kmc.  She  hail  di-apiicai'i'il 
as  il'  >li('  had  lit'cii  a  spiiit,  and  I  was  yiad  t(» 
rctuiai  and   lock-  flic  ji'ato^. 

"  It  i;dt  on  my  nerves.  Mac.  I  think,  was  a 
little  alTected,  also,  lor  I  saw  that  his  liimcrs 
Were  not  steady  when  he  nnhicked  the  old  sti'onu- 
l)o\  in  the  coinei-  of  the  (moI.  and  l;iid  Dill  Wil- 
ton's letter  away  wiili  the  other  papers  in  the 
iinal  drawer. 

*'  The  next   day    I   a-ke(l  a   nati\e.  who  eanie 
in,  where   the  old  eron(    was.     '  (Jone/   he  an 
swered.      "  lieen    ^one    thi'ee    months.       Down 
river,  maybe.     Mayhe  dead.' 

"  1  don't  know  alxnit  tliat,  either,  i'erliaps 
lie  lied.  Pei'haps  it  was  the  ti'ntli,  and  what  we 
saw  was  somethini;'  else!  Some  spirit  of  the 
iii.uht.  Some  halhicination.  I>ut  we  saw  it, 
MacCnIloch  and  I.     That   I  swear. 

"  And  we  forgot  ahont  it,  as  men  will  i'or^cl, 
when  the  months  went  on.  and  we  heard  iiothini;- 
more  IVoni  IJill  Wilton.  Then  one  ovenin;.;-.  in 
Docemlier  auain,  two  yeai-s  after  he  had  ran 
down  the  trail  with  his  dous  as  it'  dri\-en  1)\-  the 
dovil  himself,  a.  slol  cajne  jin,uiin,u-  up  to  the 
door,  and  1  saw  the  dogs  come  I'ouiid  the  eorner 
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ol"  llic  piist.  Tlicy  ucri'  >tr.iHL:('  "Inns,  trnll 
worn,  ;iml  tlir  .-lc(l  tin'}  ilrjiui^t'd  was  ditTci'ciit 
t'l'oni  the  up  (■(Hint  ly  >.|(m|s.  It  \v;is  a  cda^t  >|c(|, 
such  as  tile  hunts  use,  (lut  (in  the  r.crini;  coast, 
more  than  a  thousand  mih-s  away. 

"  IJchind  tlicni  ran  a  man  wIkxc  statui'c  was 
such  that  I  iravc  an  cxclnmation,  and  hui'i'icd 
to  open  the  door.  It  opciUMl  licl'orc  I  could 
reach  it.  and  in>ide  he  ste|il'e(l,  ice  heai'ded, 
and  shouting'  a  hoisteious  weU'ome.  I>ill  WiC 
ton   had    returned. 

**  '  It's  me,  Ca\anau.i;ii,'  he  calleil,  and  then 
lit'  suddenly  stopped  and  said:  '  What's  the 
matter,  man.'     What  ails  you.'     I'm  no  lihost !  ' 

"  I  suppose  soiiiet  hint;-  in  the  way  1  was 
staiidiii,i;-  there  waned  him.  1  suppose  the 
knowled;?!'  of  the  hlow  I  must  deliver  was  mir- 
rored in  my  attitude.  His  hands,  which  had 
evidently  been  badly  frosted,  and  were  heavily 
baudaijed,  fell  to  his  sides,  and  he  leaned  liis 
head  foi'ward  and  stared  at  me.  The  sounds  of 
liis  team,  outside,  and  the  \-oice  of  a  native,  uut- 
tural,  harsh,  and  tire*!,  (lri\in'j,'  away  the  doijs 
of  the  i)ost  came  faintly  throuuh  the  do(n'.  The 
ohl  ir.  B.  clock,  ticking-  on  the  wall,  had  become 
a  liammer  b(nitiiig  a  steel  g'oni''  remorselessly. 

'*  '  Afy  wife?  '  he  whis])errd,  and  his  voiee 
liad  the  soft  sharpness  of  death  itself  whisper- 
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iiiu,-  in  a  li>tt'iiiii.:,'  *,i\\  '  My  wife!  Where  is 
she.'  I  tlMiii<,'|if  I  iiiii^lit  tiiid  her  here,  Wiiitiiig! 
1>  she  in  the  cahiti  .'  ' 

"  i  stood  there  I'or  a  \(i]\<j;  time,  and  then 
diook  my  head.  I  hali'il  to  ^iNc  him  his  (h-ath 
hh»\v,  and  L  was  so  surprised  hy  his  arrival, 
hy  liis  nnexpected  a]i|)eai"an('e.  thei-c  in  llesh  and 
\iiior,  that  1  (Miiild  not  lind  woi'ds.  Somethin,i;' 
mu-t  ha\e  tohl  him.  He  haeked  step  hy  step, 
totterimi',  until  the  loi:s  of  th  •  wall  stopped  him, 
and  his  jioor.  handaued  hand-  went  out  until 
they    I'e-ted    wide    heliind    him. 

"  '  Head!  She's  dead  I  '  he  -aid.  and  ITeaveii 
knows  I  hope  ne\'er  aiiain  to  hear  that  profound 
atcoiiy  in  a   human   Noiee. 

"  I  iiodd('(l  aei|nies('eii('e  ilully.  Then  sud- 
denly he  tore  the  handaLies  t'rom  his  fostorinf]^ 
lin,<;(M's  where  the  skin  had  heeii  killed  l)y  Iho 
iey  cold  of  December,  and  lifted  his  maimcil 
hands  hii;li  up.  and  shook  them  at  the  hlack- 
elleii  I'afters  ahove.  I  shuddere(|  when  I  heard 
him  curse  lil'e,  omnipotence,  and  hiuh  lleavoii 
it -elf.  He  was  a  lixin.iz;  fui>',  xenlin^  his 
hra\-ei'y  on  fate,  and  challenging  the  thunder- 
holts  to  l)lot  out   his  lif(». 

"  He  begged  (!od  to  gi'ant  liiin  d<'atii,  and 
then  abruptly  I'cached  up  llio-e  gi'as|iing,  liide- 
ous,  ))leeding  lingers,  and,  with  on.   fierce,  tear- 
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iutx  ciulcli,  toiv  his  j,;,i-ka,  iiiackiiiaw,  and  shirt 
wkIc,  and  dia.u-cd  out  a  h-.a-kskin  ha--,  swoat- 
stained.  Jlis  fin-crs  did  not  paiHc  to  nntic  it, 
but  with  maniacal  strcn-th  appeared  to  ri))  tlio 
l).'i,H'  open,  and  with  one  s\veepin<,^  thi-ow  of  his 
iirni  lie  sent  it  and  its  contents  out  and  over 
the  tloor. 

"lie  1)iirst  into  .-ynlcal,  ])itter  Iau,<-hter,  and 
then  sud(h-nly  colhipsed  down  the  wall,  a 
broken,  wilted  wreck  of  a  nn'-hty  man,  sobb'in- 
alou(l  with  .ureat,  heartrendino-  moans.  And  I, 
startin-  toward  liim.  saw  what  he  liad  thrown! 
The  tloor  was  littered  wit]i  little  Tini,^<,-ets  of 
.yold!  And  tli(>y  .ulow,..!  ,Iully.  malevo|,Mitlv! 
For  they  were  red!  IJed  as  blood  wrun-  fn 
a  tortured  heart!  " 
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Cavaxaugh  had  arisen  to  liis  iVct,  and,  after 
a  broad  gostnre  witli  '  's  hands,  hold  tliom  ex- 
tended, as  it'  seeing'  thei'c,  hel'ore  him,  as  on 
the  rungh  Hoor  of  tiiat  older  tradinc:  post  far 
away,  globules  of  gold,  accursed.  \n  tlie  gUioni 
of  the  post  his  eyes  bhized  and  stared,  and  the 
muscles  of  liis  Tieek  seemed  tense  and  drawn, 
lie  a))]>eai'ed  to  recover  liimself,  gave  a  foolish, 
mirthless  little  laugh,  and  ])egan  pricing  up  and 
down  the  room,  with  slow,  aimless  footsteps. 
1  shuddered  a  little,  for  the  spell  of  his  story 
was  still  on  me,  and  thought  of  the  wreck  of 
a  good  man,  IJill  Wilton,  whose  reason  had  been 
unl)ahniced  by  ])i'ivation  and  a  succession  of 
blows,  inconiprehensil)le  and  deadly. 

.My  memory  ;i])i)eared  \c  find  new  details  in 
his  attitude  as  T  saw  him  sitting  on  the  hank, 
Avitli  the  pebbles  falling  through  his  maimed 
fmgers,  the  fingers  that  had  cast  away  all  that 
he  had  found.  YWul  and  clear,  he  stood  before 
me  there  m  the  11.  J],  log  post,  stri'-kcn  to  the 
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licai't,  and  pcrliaps  rciiioi-si'fully  belicviiio'  that 
liad  lie  not  made  tlio  great  quest,  his  wii'e  might 
have  survived. 

"  So,  you  see,  it  had  a  l'oun(hitiou  in  truth!  " 
Cavanaugli   had   lialted   in  front  of  me,  and 
was  again  undisturhed. 

"  He  had  found  a  deposit  of  red  gohl.  He 
had  lived  to  bring  some  of  it  back,  a-^  tangibh^ 
evidence  of  its  existenee.  He  liad  traveled  over 
1.  mdri'ds  of  miles,  buoyed  up  by  hope  and  the 
belief  that  he  was  to  throw  in  his  wife's  lap  the 
mufjun)!)  Djnis  of  man's  stri\-ing,  wealth-wealth 
to  buy  ease,  eomfoi't,  and  ti'ave],  time  to  gain 
knowledge,  uu-ans  to  make  a  home  somewhere 
m  a  less  inhospitable  dime.  And  she  was  not 
there  to  greet  him,  or  to  forgive  him  the  fever- 
ishness  of  his  rude,  half-mad  departure. 

"  1  left  him  huddh'd  there  against  the  foot 
of  the  wall,  still  nu>aning,  and  ran  across  to 
bring  AhieCulloch,  telling  him  in  broken,  breath- 
less sentences  tluit  Bill  AVilton's  reason  was 
ebbing,  that  it  was  at  stake,  and  that  something 
must  be  done  for  him.  :\Ia<'  snatched  the  l)abv 
from  its  rough,  homenuide  crib,  and  we  ran  back 
and  into  the  })ost. 

"  :\Iac  shouted  to  Wilton,  who  looked  up,  and 
slowly  got  to  his  feet,  wiiere  he  stood,  wavering, 
and  his   lingers   worked,  shutting  and  unshut- 
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tinj?,  ami  liis  lips  twitched,  and  liis  oyes  were 
blauk  and  filmed,  as  it"  Death  were  invading 
him.  :\Iac  held  the  baby,  Bessie,  toward  him; 
and  she,  recovering  from  the  shock  of  her 
awakening  fi'om  sU'cp,  suddenly  held  her  han<ls 
out  toward  her  father,  and  smiled  and  gurgled 
with  her  sweet  little  voice. 

"  For  an  instant  we  thought  tlie  man  was 
affrighted.  lie  cowered  back  still  farther,  and 
then,  as  if  we  were  wolves,  and  he  feared  for 
our  hold  of  the  })aby,  he  seized  her  feverishly 
in  his  arms,  and  walked  U])  and  down  the  ])ost. 
We  hoped  to  see  him  bieak— hoped  that  the 
tears  would  swim  in  those  fierce,  glittering,  dry 
eyes ;  but  none  came. 

"  He  l)egan  To  ([uaver  in  a  far-away  voice, 
as  if  detached  from  him,  and  l)earing  no  re- 
lation to  the  big  bell  booms  of  sound  that  used 
to  bubble  from  him  in  the  old  days,  an  Indian 
song  from  the  southern  coast.  You  know  it, 
that  course  chant  of 

"Ivonwiisky  Nouka. 
Tiiiki  oiulutucli! 
TiiiUi  oiidiitucli. 
Kouwu.sLy  nouka! 


"  The  song  of  money  in  i)lenty,  ask  where!  " 
I  nodded  my  head,  and  Cavanaugh  walked 
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slowiy  down  to  Wu^  oii*l  of  tlio  rootii,  aroiDid 
sonic  of  tlic  piles  of  nicri'lmndiso  that  were 
licapcd,  dim  and  Tni^-liajicn,  in  tlic  lower  end, 
and  hark  np  iichind  tlic  conntci-,  where  he  h-ancd 
ai;ainst  a  strini^:  of  heads  that  dash.cd  and 
ratth'd.  The  li,i;ht  ahovc  shone  more  fully  on 
Ills  face,  and  it  secnu d  to  mc  to  liave  become 
more  sad  in  its  lines. 

"  That's  al)oul  all  there  is  to  it,"  ho  said, 
as  if  his  talc  were  lini^lied.  "  We  never  (piite 
nn(U'r>tood,  for  a  loiin'  titiie,  wlieiher  he  I'calized 
that  he  was  [Jessie's  father;  hnt  he  used  to 
growl  like  a  hcast  if  anyoae  att(>iiiptcd  to  lake 
her  away  from  him.  or  to  care  for  her.  Tic  used 
to  sleep  with  her  in  his  arms,  and  one  m'^lit, 
when  I  had  woi-kcd  hitc  on  the  inonthly  reports, 
and  come  into  the  hii;-  livni^-  cal)in,  and  passed 
liis  door,  it  was  open,  and  he  was  tlicre  beside 
lier,  rcstinn;'  on  liis  elbows,  and  starino-  down 
into  her  face,  as  if  tryins>-  to  solve  tliat  i)nzzling' 
))r()l)h'm  of  existence.  In  the  sunmici-  he  wonhl 
carry  licr.  foi-  hours,  in  his  arms.  For  two  or 
three  years  he  scarcely  s])okc  to  any  of  us,  tlien 
be  be,<i;an  to  work  a  little,  doin^i:  chores  around 
the  ])ost. 

"  Only  once  a  sio;n  of  the  old  feverislmess 
came  over  him  in  full  force.  That  was  after 
T  had  left   Hie  jmsf,  and  was  woi'kiui;'  a  patcli 
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of  poor  i)la('er  .^roiiiul  up  above.  But  I  liap- 
pcnctl  lo  he  there,  lie  had  heeu  restless  for 
(lays,  aud  on  1hi>  al'tenioou  caiue  out  into  the 
open,  with  a  hu.n'e  pa.ek  heloi'e  hini,  which  lie 
laid  down,  as  if  thinkiie.;  of  soniet liiu;;^  forgot- 
ten. I  Iried  to  (iud  out  where  he  thouii^ht  he 
was  ^■oing-,  'ind  ad  he  did  was  to  mutter  that 
incoherent  g'ibberish  about  red  gold — red  as 
blood. 

"  1  didn't  want  to  hurt  him,  and  I  knew  that 
an  attem])t  to  ovei power  a  man  of  such  pro- 
digious strenglh  as  was  his,  and  especially  as 
it  might  ])rove  when  fanned  })y  madness,  meant 
that  I  might  have  to  wound  him.  So  I  ran 
back  up  past  the  post  and  called  for  P>es- 
sie.  She  came  toddling  towai'd  me,  and  1 
picke<l  her  up  in  my  arms,  and  ran  almo.^t 
l)]indly,  in  haste,  back  to  where  1  had  seen  her 
father. 

"  '  You  nm>t  i)ut  your  arms  around  his  neck 
and  say,  '*  Stay  with  Bessie.  Don't  go!  "  '  I 
kept  telling-  her,  and  she  learned  her  little  les- 
son. It  worked.  Bill  Wilton  rubbed  his  hands 
across  his  eyes,  bewildered,  as  if  the  words  had 
recalled  something  of  his  i)ast,  some  otlier  day, 
when  he  liad  been  asked  to  .stay,  and  had  re- 
fused. I  don't  think  he  could  grasj)  that  in- 
tangible memory;  but  he  suddeidy  cried— aud 
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]I(';i\(Mi  kii<»\v>  il  is  i-itil'ul  {o  hear  a  stroiifi:  man 
cry— carried  iiis  pack  back  inside  tlie  cabin, 
and  was  docile  ai-a.in." 

I  sat  for  a  time  tliinkin.ij^  of  tlie  tra^^'dy  of 
tlie  mind,  and  was  prompted  to  ask  of  the 
trader,  still  leaniii,i>-  aj^ainst  tlie  ])artitions,  and 
starini,^  olV  into  space:  "  Did  he  have  mucli  of 
the  gold — the  red  <;'ohl .'  " 

"  Yes,  a  fair  snm—snch  as  a  man  mii^iit  es- 
cape with  after  such  hai'dship.  Ahont  tiiree 
tliousand  dollars'  woi-th,  I  suppose.  I  have  an 
ith'a  that  he  tried  to  carry  away  more,  but 
dropped  it,  little  by  little,  as  his  strength  failed 
in  his  tlight  to  save  his  life.  MacCulloch  and 
I  swept  up  about  a  hundred  and  forty  ounces 
of  it,  and  sent  it  away.  We  took  the  money  and 
brought  the  best  alienist  from  out  in  the  States 
that  our  money  would  command,  that  lie  migiit 
say  what  was  best  to  be  done  with  the  stricken 
man." 

"  And  what  did  he  say?  "  I  asked,  filled  with 
pity. 

"  That  it  was  no  earthly  use  for  us  to  send 
him  to  a  sanitarium  or  asylum,  and  that  none 
but  God  ITims<'lf  could  restore  the  mind  of  liill 
Wilton.  He  thought  it  might  come  by  accident, 
but  even  that  hope  has  died  as  the  yeai's  have 
ad\anced;   for  he  is  now  about  sixty  years  of 
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age,  and  the  brain  cells  at  liis  time  of  life  are 
almost  induratiMl." 

C'avaiuuiuli  stopped  spcakinu',  shifted  on  liis 
feet,  and  then  \valke(l  around  the  counter  a<j^ain, 
and  looked  out  into  the  lon;^-  twilight  of  the 
night.  Then,  as  if  satistii.'d  that  we  were  still 
safe  from  intrusion,  leaped  over  the  rough  pine 
boards,  polished  by  contact  to  a  lumpy  smooth- 
ness, and  stoo})ed  over  his  safe. 

"  I'll  show  you  sometliing,"  he  said,  standing 
erect.  "  But  I  don't  want  you  to  mention  it 
to  anyone.  Sleeping  dogs  must  be  left  to  sleep. 
Look  at  this." 

He  fumbled  through  the  contents  of  the 
drawer  he  had  removed  from  the  safe,  and  I 
saw  a  i)riceless  gem  tossed  carelessly  to  one 
side,  a  bow  of  faded  ribbon,  a  coin  cut  in  half, 
a  miniatui'e  in  a  yellow  frame,  and  then,  with 
an  exclamation — *'  Here  it  is!  " — he  picked  uj) 
a  small  wad  of  ])aper.  He  unrolled  it  carefully, 
and  held  something  in  the  ])alm  of  his  hand. 
It  was  a  single  nugget  of  gold,  not  heavily 
washed,  for  its  edges  were  still  sharp  in  places, 
and  it  glowed  a  dull  and  som])er  red. 

"  That's  one  of  them,"  he  said  sententiously. 
"  I  have  never  seen  anything  like  it.  Have 
yon?  " 

I  did  not  answer.     I  was  interested  in  its 
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curious  color.  It  \v;is  as  if  it  had  been  jici'- 
incatcd  with  lihxitl.  Iron  oxidi/ation,  pcrhaii--, 
for  such  di'jiosits  haxc  licfu  I'oiuid,  Ihou.ivh 
rarely.  !  i-ccaMcd  that  down  in  lllihujuht 
County,  California,  thci'i'  was  one  small  iilacc 
where  miners  of  the  olden  (hiys  tossed  imni;('ts 
out  of  the  sluice  boxes  because  they  were  coated 
witli  red,  to  afterward  learn  that  they  had 
tlirowu  away  ,^()ld  inii)regna*"d  with  iron  in 
oxidization,     l^ut  I  had  never  seen  tliat  ,ii-old. 

JN'rhaps  this  ini.iiiit  ])e  the  sauH".  1  was  not 
certain.  And  for  some  reason,  it  seemed  to  me 
that  tlie  mm.u'et  was  evil,  and  that  it  buiaied 
the  jtalm  of  my  hand,  and  fascinated  me,  and 
was  sentient.  1  yave  it  l)ack,  and  caui;iit  my- 
self furtively  wi|)in;i;-  my  hand  on  my  trousers 
leir,  a<  if  it  had  ])een  stained  l)y  contact  with 
that  symbol  of  trauedy.  It  was  as  if  there  wore 
trutli  in  th(^  Indian  le.u'end  that  it  was  accursed, 
and  tliat  it  broui>ht  j^rief  to  all  who  came  in 
contact  with  it. 

Quite  as  carefully  as  li(>  had  removed  it,  tlio 
trader  re])laced  it.  His  voice  came  to  me  as 
lie  knelt  down,  and  locked  the  inner  compart- 
ment of  the  safe. 

"  MacCulloch  handled  some  of  it.  Tt  set  him 
to  ])i'oodin^-  over  the  lioaA-y  blow  dealt  his  fam- 
il\'.      He  ne'^lected  his  lius!ne<<>  and  left  it  to  a 
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yonnj?  follow  sent  out  iVom  the  lipml  offioos, 
Wlicn  that  hoy  w.-is  sliot  hy  oiio  of  the  Xortli- 
wcsl  Moiiiitod  I'olicc,  who  found  him  in  liis  own 
home  with  a  wilV  hdraycd,  the  hoy's  defalca- 
tions canio  to  lii^lit.  It  cost  old  Mac  cvory 
dollar  he  had  save*!,  for  tho  II.  P>.  is  nnl)ondin,ir- 
Jlis  half-hrocd  wife  \xoi\i  out  one  ni^-ht  with 
heart  disease,  and  ]\Iac,  ])0()r  old  cliaji,  was 
drowned  ti'yin^^  to  save  a  criii])led  doi^." 

Cavanaugh  suddenly  stood  up,  and  blew  out 
the  li^ht  above — his  face  ajii^earinj:::  old  and 
distressed  as  its  i-ays  slione  on  him,  standinir 
tiptoe,  to  extin<;uish  its  tiame.  T  knew  that  he 
was  dismissini;-  me,  and  walked  slowly  outside, 
and  stood  hy  the  door.  Tlis  movements  \vere 
subdued  until  lie  stood  beside  me,  and  turned 
and  fumbled  witli  tlie  bi<^  ii'on  key  that  loclced 
his  fortress.  The  camp  was  still,  and  th(>  air 
was  still,  with  the  lonp:,  hazy,  i^entlo  stillness  of 
a  summer's  nii;iit  in  the  Xoi-thland. 

For  a  time  we  stood  tluM'e,  and  looked  at  tlie 
rl\'er  windini;:  below  us  toward  the  1)utti'esses 
of  tho  Painparts,  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  the 
wator  was  sraoothinj;  itself  for  that  swift  rush 
througli  the  rock-boi-dei-ed  channel.  T  was  filh'd 
with  a  strange  love  of  th(^  country  which  eould 
be  so  hosiiitable  in  its  lazy  summer  mood,  and 
such  a  fierce,  rigid  contestant  in  its  winter  sol- 
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stifc.     The  voice  of  old  C;ivnn;ini;li  nrotised  uw. 

"  I'retty,  isiCt  i(  .'  Does  it  hold  you,  entice 
you.  <'iitlll';ill  you,  ;i--  it  does  nir.'  " 

J  told  him  that  it  did,  and  for  anothei-  ttiinute 
ho  stood  and  lo(»ke(l  ai-ound  hi?n,  and  drew  deep 
inlialatioiis,  as  if  clearint,'-  his  liui<;-s  of  th(^ 
raiT'tcled  odors  eriiaiuitin.ij:  from  the  storehouse 
w]  ro  lie  ])assed  his  days.  Kvideiitly  he  was 
in  110  mood  for  further  words,  for  he  bade  mo 
a  curt  "  (Jood  iiiuht,"  and  turned  away  toward 
Ills  cabin,  which  huddled  in  the  rear  of  the  ])i<,' 
lop^  structui'e  over  which  he  presided.  lie  sud- 
denly turned  and  called  to  me: 

"  Oh,  Amann!  Amann!     dust  a  minute." 

T  had  stalled  alon^  the  trail  leading  ])ast  tho 
river-fronting  row,  but  halted.  lie  came  to- 
Avard  me  with  his  long,  sturdy  steji,  and  laid  a 
liand  on  my  arm. 

"  Don't  forget  to  say  notliing  about  tho  nug- 
got,"  he  cautioned.  "  Men  l)olieve  it  a  mere 
childisli  legend,  and  tliat  ]>ill  Wilton  never 
found  anything  to  prove  it  otherwise.  Don't 
be  so  reckless  as  to  start  a  stamiH>de  to  un- 
known places,  even  if  there  is  nothing  in— well 
— in  the  native  superstition.  It  is  best  that 
men,  especially  these  tcnderfeet,  continue  to  be- 
lieve it  a  myth." 

I  agreed  with  him,  and  gave  my  word,  even 


A  XATI\K  AIMMIAK'S 


43 


as  T  i;<'i\('  III}'  liaml  in  irood  tiiijlil.  lie  hifiicd 
and  walked  away,  and  I  r«'.-niii('<l  iii_\'  niar<'li  to 
tlu'  caliin  wIh'Ic  my  |iarliuT,  honest  and  tired, 


(lO 


nht 


ess  >Ie|)t   t  lie  -l<'t>| 


I   <l! 


llie  liai'd  worked. 


Here  and  tl'  ''e  ahini;  the  low  the  lii^ilts  still 
flared.  P'roin  ilie  lloiiohiln  came  tlie  steady 
<'liek  <»r  the  white  Itall  ejiasini;-  itself  lan^^iidly 
across  the  ])r;i>s  pai'titions  of  the  loidcttc  wheel, 
and  1  heard  the  haiiti:  of  a  case  as  a  fai'o  deal 
Avas  finished,  and  the  casekeeper  flipped  his 
little  l)nttoTis  back  for  a  fi'csli  start.  Farther 
down  the  liiu'  a  woman's  voice,  di'ink-coarst'ned, 
attempted  a  son,u',  and  the  rennianf  of  her  con- 
tralto hi'oke  dolefniiy  when  she  came  to  the 
diani^es  in  her  meaiici-  refjistor.  A  <loor  of  a 
C'al)in  on  the  hillside  ojtened  and  shut,  and  a  man 
with  a  pack  on  liis  hack  phin;?e(l  out,  and  started 
into  tlio  trail  leading  off  toward  the  dif^fiinjjs, 
which  lay  three  miles  l)ack  of  the  river  camp, 
liis  frying  pan  and  coffee  pot  clanking  as  he 
Avent. 

I  halted  when  T  came  to  the  front  of  our 
cabin.  Tl.e  door  was  open,  as  if  my  ]V')rtner 
scorned  its  frail  ])arrier  against  anyone  who 
eared  to  irivade  it.  J  started  to  enter,  and  then 
had  a  sudden  disinclination  for  sleep.  The 
story  of  the  red  gold  was  still  ovei^powering 
my   fatigue,  and  1  turned  down  and  loitered 
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.•iloii.^-  llic  river  li;uik,  ]i;i^siiiir  slowly,  f.-irtlicr 
and  farther,  .iiitil  I  \v;is  near  llie  pl.-iee  wiiere 
the  ^farook  came  hrawlinii-  nero-^  W^  sliallows 
<(»  eiii|it\  its  limpid  wjitcrs  into  tlw  yell(»\v  cur- 
rent of  the  Vnkon.  The  li^dit  was  turnini,'  auain 
I'roni  a  heavy  (hi-^k,  ^-iniiiolenl  and  sopdrilic, 
to  the  paler  .i,'ohl  of  ;in  Arctic  dawn— and  there 
is  nothin;,'  in  the  world  inoic  Ix'aiitifnh 

From  lip  the  I'iver  I  s.av  sometIiin,<?  sliapins,' 
itsolf  iip(,n  its  l)reast.  It  |'oro:cd  ahead,  and  L 
saw  that  it  was  a  lioatmaii  in  a  native  canm*. 
Tho  pad(]le  rose  and  fell  with  steady,  diirnifieil 
deliberation.  Evidently  tlie  man  was  in  no 
liasto,  and  was  not  familiar  with  his  landing' 
place.  Ho  was  almost  ahroast  of  nio,  wlion  lie 
appeared  to  evince  curiosity  as  to  who  I  was. 
Ho  swun^  Iiis  paddle  viijoroiisly  on  tlio  far  sido, 
and  the  canoe's  nose,  supple,  turned  toward  mo, 
and  halted  almost  w  lien  tlie  i)ei)])los  of  tho  beach 
threatened  to  rend  its  lower  linll. 

A  native  of  -pjendid  stature  leaped  ort,  his 
niukluks  sjilashin.ii:  the  water,  and  witli  paddle 
retained  in  one  hand,  with  tho  other  he  cautrht 
his  craft  by  its  u])turnod  nose,  and  held  it 
secure.  His  denim  ].arka,  of  a  common  cut, 
whose  resemblance  to  a  Ions?  shirt  I  had  loni? 
ceased  to  })e  interested  in,  was  without  trim- 
ming, and  open  at  the  throat,  and  hoodless.    His 
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pillnrlilco  lop:s,  st.T.idinc:  liniily,  wcro  siirroiiTnl<'<l 
l»y  llic  \v;if('!'s  wliicli  I'ipplcd  jitnl  t'lHii^lit  ;l^^'^^l>t 
tliciii   in   little   swills. 

His  l';u'<'  was  liinicfl  toward  inc,  and  I  saw 
tli.'it  tile  nose  was  liii,f|i  aii<l  strdiii;,  that  tlic  eves 
wci'c  sliai'it  and  iiii|iiirin<!,-  in  their  sonihei 
<leptlis.  and  that  liis  cheek  hones  were  I'oundecl 
ratiiei'  than  ahi-upt.  His  hair  had  h(>en  shorn 
away  nntil  it  t'ell  in  an  even  line  at  i.ie  base 
of  his  neck,  and  he  was  hareheath'd,  with  a 
pnrtin,<r  line  distinctly  outlined  up  to  the  crown 
()("  his  head.  Tliere  was  soniethini^  aui^res- 
sive  ahout  liiin,  some  priinitiNc  diirnity  dif- 
I'ereiit  from  the  ordinary  pose  of  the  Arctic 
native. 

"  Xeiicloviat  ?  "  h(^  asked. 

"  Yos." 

"  Good!  " 

He  stepped  hack  into  liis  ranop,  and,  vrlth 
one  lieavy,  deft  stroke,  sent  it  ch>ar  of  tlu^  shore, 
and,  witliout  iookin.-j:  back  at  me,  l)e,<2:an  ]iad- 
dlin,£:  diai^oiially  aeross  the  ri\'er.  I  knew  that 
ho  Avas  ]iea(lin<?  for  tlio  Indian  villau^e  on  the 
opposite  liank,  and  smiled  wIkmi  f  thouijlit  e»f 
his  sj-arso  conversation;  hut  tliere  was  some- 
thing about  him  that  caused  mo  to  bo  more 
thontrlitfiil,  to  ti'(^at  our  interview  as  of  more 
importauce.     It  was  as  if  he  wore  a  force  com- 
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ninndiiij?  somotliiii<r   from  m(\   and  from  that 
primitive  country  of  \\lii('ii  lio  was  a  ]iart. 

And  as  lie  disa]>iH'artd  T  'vvcnt  l)aok  to  onr 
cabin,  to  droi)  to  sloop,  oxliaustc-d,  in  my  bunk, 
and  to  droani  of  tragedies,  nameless  and  over- 
])owering,  in  all  of  which  there  gleamed  the 
ruddy  nuggets. 


CHAPTER  IV 


THE  MIXER,  THE  GAMBLER,  AXD  T^E  GIRL 

I  RECALL  now,  as  if  tlioy  all  occurred  in  a 
flash,  the  liapponiiigs  of  Xeucloviat;  and  yet 
sunnner  Avaned,  tlie  brief  fall  came,  and  winter 
was  on  ns  before  they  were  cora])lete,  and  [ 
felt  myself  an  intei^ral  ])a"t  of  the  new  camp 
hangins:  there  on  the  rivei  s  brim.  I  see  the 
forgoUen  faces,  T  l.aisi^h  over  the  hurnorons 
lij?hts,  I  frown  at  the  somber  ones. 

The  tacitnrn  Indian,  T'ltkolc,  seems  always 
present  In  those  months,  as  he  stalked  gigantic 
and  sullen  across  the  scene.  Sam  Barstow  is 
there,  taciturn  also,  unlucky,  dangerous,  and 
credited  with  being  an  honest  wolf,  if  such  an 
anoii.aly  may  ho.  I  see  the  iron  gray  of  his 
hair,  the  conquering  nose,  the  sweejMng  mus- 
tache, the  bai'd  eyes,  and  the  lithe,  neiwous 
swing  of  his  shoulders.  *^])ider  Riggs,  the 
gambler,  suave,  rai)acious  'rafty,  and  insolent, 
a  camp  Lothario  who  prided  himself  on  esca- 
pades which  aud  to  a  blackguard's  reputation 
for  conquest.     Marie  Devinne,  of  doubtful  an- 
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eostry,  vivacious,  Frcnoli  Cnnndiim.  and  silly, 
f]ittin<?  as  a  clicorfnl  l)nttorfly  across  tlio  days, 
dancing- as  a  chocrful  will-o'-tlic-wisj)  at  ni'-jhts 
olnsivo,  fickl(>,  and  tonii)ostnous.  And,  most 
iniportant,  but  not  lost  to  life  or  association, 
tlic  irro])rossil)!c  Kentucky  Srnitli,  boyisli,  reck- 
less, and  liandsonu',  witli  a  laauli  that  won 
hearts,  a  smile  that  coiuiuered,  and  a  fearless- 
ness that  command<^d  resjx'ct. 

"  That's  Pitkok,"  Dan  said  to  me  on  the  day 
after  I  saw  the  arrival  of  the  native  i-nifdi/riir, 
jiointiui!:  a  "rimy  fini2,er  at  tlie  Indian.  ''  The 
devil's  in  that  SiwasJi.  They  say  he's  a  Ko- 
yukuk,  and  that  he's  g^ot  the  trail  fever.  Looks 
like  it  to  me.  I  saw  him  down  at  Juneau  one 
fall,  when  I  was  on  tlie  Treadwell.  Then  lie 
Avas  at  Cassiar  before  you  came  there.  I  reckon 
that  was  where  he  learned  the  two  wickedest 
things  in  the  world — what  gohl  is  worth,  and 
how  JntfcJi  makes  you  feci  if  you  can  get  enough 
of  it.  He  gambles  Avith  the  oth.er  bu.cks,  and  a 
sealer  to!d  mc  he  lnint(^d  with  a  schooner  nno 
year,  and  gambled  away  all  his  wages.  Windy 
Jim  says  he  met  him  one  season  down  in  the 
liop  fields  of  Oregon,  and  Billy  Blatchford  says 
the  King's  Ts]and(M-s  know  and  hate  him.  So 
he's  sure  traveled  some!  " 

**  But  what  brings  him  here?  "  T  wondered, 
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takini;'  ;iii()tli('r  look  ;it  the  man  I  had  seen 
land. 

"  BcN-ausc  lie  can't  ,ii'o  ))a('k  to  liis  own  tribe!  " 
cliucklcd  my  partticr.  "  He  knows  too  mnch 
luid — \vt'll--Iu''s  a  bad  (\i;'^'.  He's  up  to  somc- 
tliin;^-,  you  {'.".n  he  sure." 

I  i'org'ot  that  conversation  as  the  weeks 
I)ass(>d,  until  the  nigiit  when  Bessie  Wilton 
brought  l*itkok  back  to  my  mind.  I  had  got 
into  the  habit  of  visiting  her  cal)in  every  night, 
and  looking  forward  to  the  evening  througli 
e\ery  day's  woik.  AVe  had  arrived  at  terms  of 
warm  fi'iendshi)),  at  least,  and  so  were  some- 
times confident  ial. 

"  That  ritkok  was  in  at  the  post  to-day," 
she  said,  one  evening,  '*  and  he  was  just  as 
ugly  as  ever.  He  was  right  angJ'y  with  me  be- 
cause 1  wouldn't  trust  him  for  an  outfit,  and 
was  angrier  still  with  Uncle  C'av  because  iio 
wouldn't  let  him  have  about  a  year's  supi)lies. 
Uncle  Cav  almost  put  him  out;  but  he  is  a  dear, 
and  scarcely  ever  loses  his  temper,  so  it  all 
])assed  over,  like  a  suuuner  thunder  shower." 

T  don't  know  why  it  was  that  a  ])iece  of  gossip 
so  trivial  impressed  itself  on  me,  but  it  did,  and 
afterwa.r(l  1  had  better  cause  to  rememb'n"  it.  I 
sat  thinking  of  it  when  P-ess  rallied  me  on  my 
silence,    and    demanded    that    t    tell    her    what 
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studies    were    [Jiirsucd    l)y    youni;'    lanics    wlio 
passed  throui-h  Wollcsk-y,  or  liryii  Maw  r. 

"  Not  that  I've  any  idea  of  ii-oiiiy,  for  a 
Aviiile,"  siie  said,  laii.iiliiui>-,  "  It  takes  iiioiicy, 
ill  tiie  tirst  i)laee;  and,  in  the  second,  1  don't 
think  fathei'  would  like  it." 

Her  voice  lii'oke  witli  a  little,  ])atheti('  laui;h. 
wiiich  hui't,  and  she  looked  out  into  the  other 
room,  whei-c  P,ill  AVilton  was  laboriously  addiuii: 
another  pateli  to  his  sunnner  ])arka. 

"  Yes,"  she  sicklied,  as  if  ans\verin<>-  niy  curi- 
ous (jUe^tion  at  his  needlework,  "  tliat  is  one 
of  his  peculiarities.  He  will  neither  ])ei'init  nie 
to  do  his  sewiiiij-,  nor  to  l)uv  new  elothini'-  for 
him.  When  he  wants  anyihing-  lie  appears 
down  at  the  i)0st,  refuses  to  do  business  with 
me,  and  Imys  from  Tncle  Cav,  assuring'  hiiu 
that  sooner  or  later  lie  is  <>:oing  to  pay  his  bill, 
as  soon  as  lie  feels  well  enough  to  go  prospect- 
ihg  again." 

I  wanted  to  change  the  subject,  for  T  knew^ 
that  it  was  a  constant  wound  to  her,  a  constant 
sorrow. 

"  But  about  some  college!  "  I  said.  "  Is  it 
so  hopeless  that  you  can  never  go  to  one?  It 
doesn't  re(iuire  so  much  money,  in  these  days." 

Her  face  brightened,  and  she  laughed  toler- 
antly. 
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"  I  don't  know  why  I  should  give  you  any 
confident'o, "  she  replied,  "  l)ut,  on  the  otlier 
liand,  I  (hm't  know  why  I  shouldn't.  [  don't 
even  know  how  inueli  money  I  have.  And  [ 
can't  lind  out.  I  asked  I'nele  ("av  onee,  as  lie 
.stan<Is  like  a  guardian— almost  like  a  father- 
to  me,  and  he  said  lor  me  not  to  bother  Tuy 
head  about  it.  Jle  explains  that  there  is  just 
income  enough  so  that  all  the  bills  are  always 
being  jtaid,  and  that  I  owe  nothing,  and  once 
in  a  while  he  insists  that  if  [  need  any  more 
money  than  [  am  getting,  he  can  arrange  to  get 
it  from  the  estate,  whatever  it  is." 

Iler  face  took  on  that  all-too-fre(iuent  reflec- 
tion of  sorrow  as  she  paused  for  a  moment,  and 
said  softly,  as  if  fearing  the  sound  might  be 
autlible  to  the  ears  of  her  father: 

*'  A'ou  see,  it  ean't  amount  to  very  nmcli,  for 
it  is  simply  an  investment  of  the  gold  father 
brought  back  on  that  last  expedition,  and  he 
couldn't  have  carried  nnich,  from  all  that  can 
be  learned  of  that  trip.  I  know  from  what  he 
lias  said  at  times  that  he  was  starving  when 
he  was  rescued,  and  that  the  tri))Iet  peaks,  as 
he  always  calls  them,  lay  far  beliind." 

I  nodded  my  liead,  and  fell  to  silence  again, 
a  mood  wdiich  she  seemed  to  sliare,  for  she,  too, 
sat  staring  vacantly  at  her  open  books.     I  was 
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fillotl  with  a  siuldoii  incroaso  of  admiration  for 
( 'avanaii,i;ii,  the  trndci-.  I  understood  at  onco. 
from  lior  \voi-<ls,  tliat  ]i(>  liad  lied  to  her  liko  a 
i^^cntU'man  tlirniiuh  all  the  years  of  \iov  \'\U\  and 
kept  from  her  the  knowU'di^'e  that  both  slie  and 
licr  father  wore  ahsohitcly  (h']n'iidcnt  on  liiiii 
for  e\ery  dolh'r  they  iiad  ever  ha('  since  that 
unfortunate  end  to  t!u^  (luest  for  gohl.  lie  had 
preserved  for  her,  deiicately,  her  independenee, 
even  while  he  educate*]  lier,  and  directed  lier 
mind,  and,  as  a  last  tliouj^'htfulness,  had  found 
work  for  her  in  his  tradin,s»-  post,  so  that  she 
nii,i?lit  have  no  time  to  brood. 

1  comprehended  more  fully  that  the  white- 
headed  i;-entleman  of  the  wilderness  was  no 
ordinary  man,  and  mentally  [  blessed  him.  1 
wondered  then,  and  have  often  done  so  since, 
at  the  great  love  he  must  have  sustained  for 
tlie  girl's  mother;  l)ut  that  was,  and  is,  a  closed 
chapter;  for  (\avanaugh,  faithful,  never  re- 
ferred to  it  further  than  the  suggestion  con- 
veyed when  he  told  me  that  night  in  tlie  ]iost 
that  he  loved  the  daughter  of  ohl  MaeCalloch. 


"There  was  an  ole  uig^er  an"  his  name  was  Uncle  Ned, 
An"  he  ilicd  long,  long  ugo-o-o." 

A  careh^ss,  singing  voice,  nmsical  and  happy, 
Heated  thiounh  the  dosed  door,  followed  by  the 
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oIniii})in<r  of  boots  over  tlio  frozen  liummooks 
of  the  trail,  and  Bessie  lifted  her  head  and 
smiled. 

"  There  comes  Kentucky,"  she  exclaimed, 
and  rose  to  her  feet,  and  hurried  to  open  the 
door— too  eagerly,  I  thought;  for  the  irrepres- 
sible Kentucky  Smith  was  too  popular  with  her 
to  suit  my  own  ideas. 

"  Shrieking  as  usual!  "  she  laughed. 
And  I  heard  his  hearty:  "  Sure!     Why  not, 
honey?     It  makes  folks  know  you're  happy." 

"  But  the  song  is  doleful,"  she  retorted. 
"  For  instance,  the  line  about  taking  pills 
through  his  nose,  and  his  inability  to  masticate 
hoe  cake  because  he  was  sans  teeth." 

lie  came  stamping  into  the  outer  room  of 
the  cabin,  gave  the  patient  old  Wilton  a  slap 
on  the  back  and  a  kindly  greeting,  and  then 
stood  in  the  doorway  looking  at  me. 

''Hello,  Tom!"  he  said  heartilv.  ''You 
here  again.  Say,  man,  I'm  gettin'  jealous  of 
you-all.     I  sure  am!     If  I  don't  look  out  this 

AIiss  Bessie  will  be  falling  head  over " 

She  brushed  past  him,  and  put  her  hands  on 
his  lips,  and  he  tore  them  away  to  vent  liis 
fine,  free  laugh,  then  came  forward  and  put  his 
hand  out  to  me.  There  was  a  si)lendid  exuber- 
ance about  him,  a  splendid  youth,  that  was  com- 


54 


THE  :\l()('('ASTXS  OF  (loLD 


[■'. ' 


])('llin,u:.  lie  \v;is  lit  lie  lUid  well  set,  liis  niovc- 
iiicnts  wcic  ii' face  I'll  I,  ;iml  his  face  was  wiiiniiiii". 
He  liad  line  hrowii  eyes,  and  heavy  hrowii  hair 
tliat,  when  "  mussed  up,"  as  he  called  it,  nexfi" 
a])i)eared  less  l)eet»inin<j;'  to  the  wt'll-roiuuU'd 
forehead  and  <;'ood  brow. 

I  had  eoine  to  re.nard  him  with  a  certain 
jealousy,  and  yet  I  liked  him.  My  own  inal)ility 
to  liold  liiiht  conversation,  my  own  seriousness,  \ 
knew,  made  me  anythinu'  l)ut  a  )>leasant  chance 
companion,  and  the  foolish  little  name  hotowed 
upon  me  by  Miss  Wilton  in  the  tirst  weeks  of 
our  aexpiaintance,  "  Old  Mister  Sobersides,"  I 
felt,  ])itterly,  was  well  merited. 

"  Kverythinu's  u'oin'  to  the  bad  in  tliis 
cam[),"  he  said  (h>lefu!ly,  as  lie  dro])ped  into 
one  of  the  i-oui^h  chairs,  comfortal)ly  blanketed 
^vith  a  white  l)t'arskin.  "  Old  Cavanauuh  had 
to  bust  in  at  tin;  Horn  S]ioon,  and  spoil  what 
promised  to  l)e  a  lonely  finht.  Sam  Barstow 
was  about  to  lam  some  fellow  from  Dawson  for 
dancin'  too  many  times  with  Marie  Devinne! 
Ha,  ha,  l,,-^!" 

He  threw  his  head  back,  and  lauglied  with 
loud  enjoyment. 

"  That  little  Marie  certaiiily  leads  Sam  some- 
thing of  a  hurdle  race,  all  ri<;-lit.  She  knows 
that  Sam's  erazv  about  her,  and   I   recko     she 
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tlnnks  a  licap  of  l,i„,,  ri.-Iit  down  in  hcv  silly 
little  irisidi-s;  so  she  leads  Sam  up  to  the  lo,;i 
trough  every  once  in  a  while,  and  then  laughs 
wJien  he  drinks."  '"' 

"  Care  for  Sam.'  Her.'  Pshaw!  "  Bessie 
cxclauned.  -  What  hi-  fools  men  can  l,e' 
ll'at  o,ri  IS  tJK.  sijiie.t.  most  heartless,  frivo- 
ious  girl  in  any  dance  hall  in  the  Xorth.  Didn't 
she  stick  to  Panamint  ./ones,  up  at  Circle  (Ity, 
only  as  long  as  his  immey  lasted.'  Didn't  she 
l)romise  that  Xorwegian  to  marry  him  after  ho 
came  down  from  Stewart  Kiver,  an.l  everv(me 
thought  he  had  made  a  strike,  and  then,  when 
It  proved  worthless,  drop  him  as  if  lie  were 
hot  iron?  " 

Kentucky  laughed  tolerantly. 
"  But  my-oh,  how  she  can  dance!"  he  ex- 
claimed enthusiastically,  as  if  to  arouse  Bessie 
to  further  ai'gument.     "Lordee!     I  certainly 
do  love  to  waltz  with  that  girl." 

''  ilumph!  "  was  all  the  answer  he  got,  and 
she  turned  to  nie,  and  hegan  addressing  all  her 
conversation  in  my  direction,  as  if  pn.pos,.ly 
Ignoring  the  enthusiasms  of  the  Kentuckian 
who  winked  at  me  gravely,  and  in  pauses  of 
the  conversation  continued  to  deliver  a  pane- 
gyric on  the  excellencies  of  the  dance-hall  girl 

Bessie  Imally  drove  us  away,  with  the  asser- 
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tioTi  tlmt  she  had  to  study  tlic  Ixxtks  i^ivcn 
licr  hy  Oavaiiau^di,  and.  at  tlu'  door,  soiiu'wliat 
l)()int('«lly  ^avc  iiic  a  warm  invitation  to  coin*' 
up  any  evening  wlien  I  chose,  hut  i.i^norod  Ken- 
tucky, wlio  slood  shaking-  with  sui)i»ressed 
kui^hter  hy  my  >ide. 

"  Vou-all  don't  need  to  invito  me,"  lie  saiil. 
"  I'll  come  anyhow,  unless  you  h)i'k  your  doors. 
I'm  certainly  too  much  in  love  with  this  family 
to " 

The  door  bani^cd  shut,  and  he  douMed  over 
hilariously,  and  then  said:  '*  Wow!  That  ends 
my  sweet  discourse  I'or  this  evenin',  hretli- 
eren!  "  and  led  the  way  down  the  hillside.  The 
lights  were  beginning  to  tlanie  in  the  Xorth, 
and  the  crisp  air  of  the  season  was  around  us 
as  we  walked  down  toward  the  stpiat  cabins 
below  us,  resting  like  distorted  shapes,  asleep, 
under  the  stars. 

"  I  like  to  get  a  rise  out  of  her,"  he  said,  after 
we  had  stumbled  halfway  down  the  hill.  "  Hut 
she's  right.  That  Marie  Devinne  is  a  little 
devil.  And  she'll  make  Sam  Barstow  look  like 
a  sucker  yet,  before  she's  through  with  him. 
Poor  cuss!  That  feller's  got  too  many  dark 
horses  runnin'  in  his  head,  to  stand  for  too 
much.  He's  a  sim])le  sort,  but  I  've  noticed  that 
when  his  kind  go,  they  go  hard.     Hither  mighty 
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liad,  oi-  iiii,i;lily   «;(»()(1.     I'm   ri^rjit    siiy   of  liirn, 
liiy.M'lf,  ;iihI  yet  llicy  s;iy  lie's  on  tlii'  level." 

lie  li;i(I  alinost  voiced  jny  own  lliou^^lits,  jiiid 
I  was  still  fliinkiiii,'  of  his  eareless  snintnary, 
wlien  we  liiriKMJ  into  the  Ijoin  Spoon,  to  see 
what  it  held  of  interest.  It  was  snioke-Hlled, 
atid  inan-lilled.  The  bar  in  front  was  doin-,-  its 
fnll  share  of  business,  and  the  ^dasses,  i)iled  in 
front  of  the  American  (iai,'  and  tlie  mirror, 
wliieh  had  done  more  than  its  share  of  service 
on  some  cheap  dresser  top,  were  diminished  in 
nnml)er. 

The  bartender,  wearinix  a  white  liat  and  l)Ino 
glasses  [()  shade  his  eyes,  was  stoadily  twisting' 
tho  hnfrlnni  bottle  backward  and  forward,  an<l 
his  arms  were  wet  up  to  the  })oint  where  his 
blue  flannel  shirt  sleeves  were  rolled  below  his 
elbows.  His  lonif,  black  necktie  had  become  un- 
tied, and  was  trailing  forlorn  ends  downward 
until  he  could  tin<I  time  to  adjust  them. 

IJack  on  the  left-hand  side  of  the  room  two 
faro  layouts  and  a  wheel  were  also  liberally 
patronized,  and  in  front  of  one  of  the  faio 
tables  Marie  Devinne,  with  her  white  hat, 
(h'nt(  I,  and  banded  by  a  red  ribbon,  was  keep- 
ing the  cases.  Big  Jim,  a  familiar  character, 
with  a  crude  eyeshade  pulled  over  his  forehead 
to  i)rotect  his  eyes  from  the  glare  of  the  smoke- 
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(•loiulcfl  oil  lamps  alxtNis  was  (Icaiiiiiif,  an'l 
l''rarik  Sniilii,  caliii  ami  niuiioxrd,  sat  in  the 
"  lookout  "  cliaii",  siiiokiii!;-  and  watcliiiii;'  the 
|ila_\   to  ailiitrato  ciTors. 

P>(')  nl  Marie,  and  Iraiiinu;'  aci'oss  jici',  to 
l)l;i('('  Ills  hcts  as  his  fancy  dictatctl,  towci'cd 
Sam  Uai-stow,  Mack-faced,  and  evidently  play- 
ing- in  poor  hick.  Appni'ently  the  unph-asant- 
iiess  of  the  eveninu:  iia<l  |>assed  away. 

At.  the  other  tal)h'  sat  Spider  i\i,i;i;s,  clialk- 
facod,  fui-tiv(\  innnacniate;  and  watdiinij:  the 
p:ain(>  wore  camp  friends  (tf  mine — Stnr,i;-is,  and 
Coen,  and  Atkins,  Hopkins,  lieaton,  and  Bnck- 
in.ijhani,  Weleli,  and  CiowU'y,  aiid  Mc('a]i(>, 
"Whore  ari'  you  all  now? 

And  hack  in  the  far  corner,  loaninc:  n^i^ainst 
the  loiis,  and  with  folded  arms,  as  if  watehinfi^ 
the  whole  scene  <lisdaiufully,  stood  Pitkok,  tlio 
Indian,  witli  his  i)ri<i;ht  eyes  flashint!:  here  and 
there,  a  pietiu'e  of  devilment  and  jealousy.  T 
was  eauglit  by  his  attitude  and  scowl.  The  man 
envied  these  white  trespassers  for  their  eloak 
of  masterfulness,  and  yet  liated  thoni  all. 

A  guitar,  a  mandolin,  and  a  (lute,  took  up  a 
dismal  attemi)t  at  the  Zenda  waltzes,  tl.e  sound 
coming  in  a  jumble  from  the  other  far  corner 
of  the  room,  and  the  four  women  in  the  place 
suddenly  got  to  their  feet,  and  accepted  prof- 
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rcrcd  pniiiNTs,  ;m(l  wee     w  liirliti.ir  .-irMimd  llio 
roniii  ill  the  clcJiicd  sii.ic   [•cvci-vcd  loc  d.-nicin;^. 

'I'lic  unuM's  Weill  on  indiiotniioiisly,  (lie  dick 
ol"  llic  liiill  on  I  he  w  heel  risiii;^  to  a  slinrp  clatter, 
and  then  dyin^-  away  to  slow,  dinrniisliiii<j^,  and 
individual  tliud^.  'J'lio  cliips  clicked  as  tlioy 
clianucd  hanijs,  syiiihols  of  clian.uin^  nioncy,  and 
the  sinokc  continued  to  rise  and  cloud  tlio  lain})s 
as  it  wreathed  itself  spirally  upward  tlii-nii,£^h 
tlie  cl.inuiey  openinirs  of  the  briirlit  tin  refloe- 
tors.  'I'll,,  clink  of  <;l;'.sses  and  l)ottles  thr(>wn 
del'tly  aionu-  the  hai'  continued  lineeasin^ly,  and 
the  only  punctuations  wei'e  the  nnittered  ex- 
clamations of  the  losei's  or  winnirs,  and  tlie 
risiiiir  voices  of  some  of  those  who  had  itnhihod. 

Faiuiliai-  as  il  all  was,  I  had  a  sudden  premo- 
nition that  underneath  all  its  recklessness  th<'re 
was  an  nndeiiiote  of  tia,<?edy— a  trap:edy  of  the 
Xorthland,  that  was  to  involve  mo  in  its  dia- 
pason when  it  came. 
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MALICULA,  THE  DOG 

It  comp«  to  me  that  in  this  grim  talo  of  mine 
T  have  neglected  two  of  those  actors  wlio  were, 
later,  to  play  a  iiiost  im])ortant  part  in  my 
life— one  a  leading  role,  the  other  an  able  sup- 
port. And  these  characters  a:  ^  ])ut  dogs. 
Gentlemen  both,  and  I  do  hei'eby  pay  yon  my 
respects ! 

The  first  snows  had  fallen  when  I  met  them 
under  circumstances  attributal)le  to  accident 
only,  so  odd  are  the  little  meetings  that  con- 
stitute Fare.  Han  and  I  iiad  bought  a  claim 
on  the  most  promising  gulch  in  the  vicinity  of 
Neucloviat— a  gulch  called  Little  ^farook,  down 
which  wandered  a  small  stream,  gleeful  and 
boisterous  in  summer,  and  frozen  to  its  bed  in 
Avinter.  Laboriously  we  had  built  a  cabin  for 
our  winter  (juarters,  carrying  on  our  backs  the 
small  sui)]^lies  necessary  for  that  work;  bui 
now  that  tlie  serious  needs  of  steady  work  were 
facing  us.  we  decided  that  we  must  have  dogs 
to  freight  oui'  sujjplies  for  the  long  closed  sea- 
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son.  Tliere  wore  but  few  froi|rliters  in  the 
camp,  and  their  charges,  owin":  to  the  inrash, 
promised  to  be  exorbitant.  We  were  poor^ 
after  the  purchase  of  our  claim,  and  had  need 
to  economize.  Could  we  but  buy  dogs,  wc 
thought  they  would  prove  a  good  investment. 

I    voiced    this    to    Cavanaugh,    who    merely 
laughed. 

"  If  you  wanted  dogs  you  shorM  have  bought: 
them  a  long  time  ago,"  said  that  sage  counselor. 
''  There's  scarcely  a  dog  worth  having  in  this 
whole  country  tliat  has  not  been  bought  long 
before  this.  Dogs  will  be  worth  their  weight 
in  gold  before  this  year  is  over.  I  don't  know 
of  any  for  sale;  but  I'll  ask  the  natives  when 
they  come  in  if  there  are  any." 

He  did,  and  his  judgment  was  cor  finned. 
All  that  he  could  learn  was  that  dogs  were  more 
valuable  than  gold  at  that  season  of  the  year 
and  that  any  man  who  had  them  was  unwilling 
to  sell  until  the  first  rush  of  freighting  for 
the  coming  winter  season  was  finished.  Noth- 
ing could  have  been  more  unsatisfactory,  inas- 
much as  it  was  for  the  beginning  of  the' season 
that  we,  like  all  men  on  outlying  gulches,  wanted 
dogs.  Later  there  would  be  scant  time  for 
freighting.  Sui)plies  were  a  demand  of  the  mo- 
ment, and  when  the  colder  weather  came,  time 
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wmild  ho  too  v;tlnal)l(\  Tlio  vrork  of  tlic  ]>ros- 
])0('tini?  nnd  iiiiiiiiiij:  would  vciinirc  ovcrv  lioiir. 
Dan  and  F  .yavo  up,  rchu'tantly,  and  (h^'idt'd  lo 
try  to  contract  l"or  the  lianlini^  of  froiulit. 

It  foil  to  nu"  to  cross  tlio  river  to  the  native 
villajj^e  to  make  some  such  ai'ranucnient,  and 
that  day  is  (juite  nnfor<;ettablo.  The  river  ran 
sullenly  lieneath  my  hoat  as  I  jmlled  aci'oss  to 
the  ()|)])osite  shore,  fi;?litin,i!^  now  and  then 
throu,uh  tou.dior  "  scum  ico  "  that  had  formed 
in  the  ni.u'ht.  K'ain  and  sleet  had  alternafe(]. 
and  now  there  was  the  first  pennanent  otfer- 
inj^  Oi  snow  on  the  uround,  renderin^"^  the  at- 
mosphere chill  aTid  di'eary.  The  smoke  froin 
the  native  huts,  as  1  approached,  hun,i>:  heavily 
as  if  loatji  to  venture  ujiward.  Tho  villa,u:(> 
ap]ieared  lifeless  and  mehmcholy  as  it  s(|uatted 
on  the  banl;  altove  in  the  litth'  cieariui;-  where 
the  scrid)  pines  had  lieen  choi)]>ed  away  in  desul- 
tory fashion  to  me(>t  the  dionands  for  iuel. 
The  native  do.crs  howh^l  lui;ubriously,  stilled 
now  and  then  by  a  sharp  and  ,:iJittural  command 
when  some  door  opened  to  exjtose  a  h(\ad.  The 
cliildren  did  not  seom  to  })e  playinij:  with  their 
acoustomod  carelessness,  and  \  W(indere(]  wliat 
])all  could  liave  fallen  over  the  tiny  setth'iuent. 
]  was  not  hni.L!:  in  finding'  the  re;>on. 

As  my  lioat  svninjj:  U])  toward  the  l)ank,  antl 
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tlio  howls  of  tilt'  (loirs  clinnirod  to  sin-ill  volp^ 
of  wanuii.c:,  an  Indian  canio  out  of  tlio  nearest 
cabin  and  sanntci'cd  toward  the  hank.  He 
M-atclied  me  tie  the  l)oat,  showina^  but  lan,i,niid 
intores^'  and  iniilino-  at  a  eig'an-tto  nioanwhih' 
as  If  \  wore  of  far  greater  coneern  than  any 
mission  I  might  have. 

"  Anybody    here    who    wants    to    do    some 
freighting?  "  I  demanded,  turning  toward  him. 
"  \ot  this  day,"  he  answered,  with  admir- 
able bTfvily.     "  .Man  dead.     S.juaw  feel  i)lenty 
bad.     Put  him  on  ))oh's  back  there." 

He  iKcnted  through  the  trees,  and  off  in  the 
distance  I  could  see  the  burial  scaffold,  shining 
new  and  bright  against  the  green  and  white 
backgronnd.  Two  bucks  woie  adjusting  the 
sacrificial  sled  on  top  of  it,  and  a  flutter  of 
bright-hufv:  rags  showed  ])Iainly  that  they  had 
been  but  newly  hung.  The  crude  box  of  ])ine, 
evidently  i)atclied  up  from  packing  cases,  and 
holding  all  that  was  left  of  some  trailei-  gone 
to  rest,  comi)leted  the  i)ietui'e. 

"  You  come,  maybe  two  sk>ej)s,"  added  the 
native,  indicating  two  nights'  rest  with  the  fa- 
miliar gesture  made  by  placing  the  hand  l)eside 
the  liead  and  closing  the  eyes  twice,  "  then 
somebo'''    *alk." 

I  stoi   '  -01  a  moment,  and  confess  to  feeling 
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inoro  .'mnoynnoo  for  tlio  dolav,  than  synipatliy 
Hoy  the  Ix-rcaviMl.  hoforo  I  faced  my  lioat.  [ 
know  llic  futility  of  attoniittii\s?  to  induce  a  na- 
tive to  listen  to  me  or  acc('))t  eni]>loynient  at 
sucli  a  time.  Already  I  had  reached  my  hand 
out  to  untie  the  knot  of  my  line,  when,  half-idly, 
I  again  spoke  to  the  native  who  loitered  above 
mo. 

"  Any  chance  to  buy  a  f(^w  <logs  here?  "  [ 
asked. 

"  ^Nfaybe  one.  One  dog,  one  devil,"  was  the 
resiionse. 

I  sto]»i)ed  Tny  handling  of  the  knot,  then  re- 
tied  it.  Th(^  native  still  stood  above  me  and 
now  tossed  away  the  short  stub  of  a  cigarette 
which  he  liad  burned  to  the  very  blistering 
point.  As  lie  made  no  move  to  come  closer,  [ 
climbed  back  up  to  liim. 

"  AVhat  do  you  mean .'  "  T  asked.  "  One  dog 
that's  a  devil,  or  two  dogs.'  " 

"  Two,"  he  answered,  gravely  holding  up  two 
fingers.  "  One  dog  very  good.  One  dog  ^■ery 
dam  l)ad." 

"  How  mudi  for  tlie  good  one?  "  I  demanded, 
questioning  whether  it  was  worth  my  time  to 
go  and  ins})ect  the  good  beast. 

The  Indian  shook  his  head,  and  ])repared  to 
roll  a  second  cigarette  before  he  si)oke. 
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"  Belong  (lead  uiaii,"  he  said.  "  Maybe  his 
woman  seJI.     .Me  no  know." 

"  Go  and  ask  her,  can't  you?  "  I  demanded, 
losing  a  little  of  my  i)atience  at  his  stui)idity. 

"  Maybe  she  sell,  maybe  not.  ,Me  no  know," 
he  added  im])e'-turbably.  "  Dead  man  come 
down  )iv('r  with  womnn  six  sleeps  by.  Him 
very  sick.  Tlim  die.  Womau  got  people  here. 
Yon  got  Tuoney ;'  " 

"  Show  me  the  good  dog,"  I  said,  in  despera- 
tion, and  he  turned  and  led  the  way  u])  the  bank 
and  back  through  the  village  where  sul)dued  and 
dirty  childien  stai-ed  at  us,  a  s(iua\v  or  two 
opened  doors  to  ])eer  out,  and  everything  was 
given  over  to  inertia. 

Suddenly,  as  the  native  turned  the  corner  of 
a  cabin,  he  jerked  back  v.ith  eve'-y  evidence  of 
caution,  and  an  angry  snarl  told  the  reason. 

"  Devil  dog,"  he  said  in  explanation.  "  Me 
look  for  good  one." 

I  stepped  to  the  corner  of  the  cabin  and 
looked  at  the  cause  of  his  fear,  and  then  walked 
farther  in  amazement;  lor  there,  chained  to  a 
tree,  was  the  most  magniticenl  malemute  I  bad 
ever  seen.  Unlike  bis  reception  of  the  native, 
he  did  not  lunge  at  me,  but  stood  tliere  eying 
me  from  eyes  as  yellow  as  tire  o^ials.  His 
splendid  ruff  was  raised,  his  ears  laid  bad:,  and 
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his  faiiirs  showed  from  hctwci'ii  liis  di'awii  black 
lips.  White  and  Icccii  Ihcy  were,  and  as  (hui- 
lici'iMis  as  ('\ci'  di>iilay('d  by  limber  woll",  I'roiii 
which  lie  seemed  to  ha\e  spruii.i^:.  Somehow  he 
i'eniin<I,.d  me  of  that  picture  of  Landseer'.-;  ■-•tas': 
— the  one  with  the  sjilendid  lireast,  for  across 
liis  broad  frc.iit,  from  tlic  thn^-'t  downward, 
the  hair  was  lon^-  and  wliite,  shadin.ij:  back  to 
the  ,n'ray  of  his  sides.  AVere  it  not  for  the  mas- 
sive liead  and  lieavier  limbs  he  miii:ht  have  re- 
senibh'd  a  linely  bred  collie.  There  were  i)()wer 
and  mtellii>ence  in  every  line  of  body  and  head. 
He  stood  a  niarvelons  spi'cimen  of  the  nialennite 
bred  '"nto  the  wolf,  a  method  which  the  natives 
ha\e  from  time  innnemorial  emi»loyed.  Yet  he 
wa-,  like  many  instances  of  this  imscientific 
crossiniT,  l»red  too  far  into  the  wild.  F  conid 
rendlly  see  why  the  natives  feared  him,  yet  I 
loured  to  jiossess  that  doti'. 

"  What  name.'  "  I  asked  my  guide,  who  had 
drawn  back  some  live  or  ten  paces  l)ehind 
me. 

"  Malicula.  Dead  raan  raise.  Nobody  else 
can  touch.  11  im  Uevil,  Ale  kill  liim  bime- 
by!  " 

J  stood  and  stared  at  the  outer -t  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  he  bc^^an  to 
tolerate  my  i)re.-cnce,  for,  tmally,  when  1  made 
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no  move,  lie  lowered  his  niff,  and  (luietly 
stretched  iiiniself  out  with  liis  \)i<j;  gray  jioad 
on  his  paws,  eyin,^•  me  steadily,  however,  to 
show  thnt  all  mistrust  had  not  vanished. 

"Where's  the  -ood  dog.'"  I  asked,  facing 
the  native. 

He  motioned  with  his  ana  to  tlio  side  of  a 
<'ahin,  (|uite  close  to  the  chained  Alalicula. 
There,  lying  near  as  if  wanting  the  fri(>ndliness 
of  nemo  of  the  village  dogs,  rested  another,  and 
he  to(.  was  of  good  size;  but  plainly  with  less 
of  tile  wolf  sti'ain. 

15ai'sick!  "  sjjouted  the  native,  and  tlie  dog 
hy  the  cabin  got  up  and  came  towai'd  us.  T 
fondled  his  head  and  oars,  and  then  ami  there 
made  the  I'esolution  that  I  must  have  those  two 
animals  as  the  nucleus  for  a  team.  The  native 
brought  the  wi.low,  who  j.romptly  forgot  her 
srief  when  it  came  to  bargaining.  [  bought 
Uarsick  for  seveuty-tive  dollars,  which  was  an 
exceptionally  reasonable  price  for  those  times, 
an<l  then  asked  what  she  would  take  for  his 
mate.  Siie  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  said, 
"  One  dollar.  .Alaylx-  two.  Whatever  give! 
Ilim  kill  you,  maybe."  And  for  that  honesty 
I  paid  her  twenty-five  more  for  the  chance  of 
oonciueriug  that  spleiidid  aiiimal  with  the  evil 
reputation. 
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Do^'s  ;ni(l  T  have  alwiiy.s  been  friends.  T  be- 
lieve r  know  them.  I  had  never  Ixhii  bitten 
by  one,  a  jieeuliarity  which  some  human  beings 
seem  to  possess,  and  I  am  not  afraid  of  them. 
Hence,  to  the  amazement  of  the  villagers  who 
bad  come  out,  I  walked  unconcernedly  up  to  the 
chain  holding  Malicula,  untied  it  witliout  ap- 
l)earing  to  notice  liim,  and  with  Barsick  in 
leasli,  led  my  purchases  down  the  river  bank 
and  into  the  boat.  I  am  not  certain  whether 
it  was  mere  surprise  at  my  temerity,  or  recog- 
nition of  mastery,  tliat  made  the  big  wolf-dog 
submit  witliout  a  fight;  but  come  he  did,  and 
ai^peared  not  in  the  lea?,  loatli  to  (piit  the  vil- 
lage. 

}fe  followed  me  as  T  got  out  of  the  boat,  never 
so  much  as  {)uliing  either  ahead  or  back  on  his 
chain,  and  I  put  him  in  durance  until  we  could 
find  whatever  other  dogs  we  could  to  make  up 
a  team.  Cavanaugh  came  down  to  loo'  at  my 
I)urchase,  led  tliither  by  my  enthusiastic  de- 
scription, and  shook  his  head  grimly. 

"  Too  nuich  wolf,"  be  declared.'  "  Watch 
bim  every  minute.  I'm  afraid  you  can't  tame 
him." 

"  But  if  lean?  " 

*  Then  you  will  have  the  best  dog  of  his  kini 
in  the  world!  "  he  declared.     "  But  mark  me, 
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iniloss  yon  do  tninc  liini,  ho  will  t;mio  yon.  If 
ever  he  gets  huii<,n\v  and  you  have  him  on  the 
trniU— " 

Jlc  made  a  snggestive  sound,  and  ran  his  haud 
up  lo  Ids  tliroat. 

"  Snake  dim  had  a  team  of  them.  Snake 
dim  went  out  from  Forty  Mih'  one  cold  day  for 
a  lonj?  trip.  H«>  never  came  hack,  hut  we  found 
his  ])ones  and  saw  his  h-ader  in  a  ]).'iek  of 
wolves  that  we  shot  to  pieces  up  near  Selkirk. 
That's  what  happens  to  a  man  with  those  dogs, 
wiien  he  has  a  few  stai'vation  eami)s.  Look 
out,  Tom.  He's  had.  Von  miglit  have  done 
Ijetter  to  h't  the  native  do  as  he  said,  kill  him! 
Believe  me,  they  know!  " 

But  nevertheless  Dan  and  T  borrowed  the 
tradei  's  dogs  to  make  out  a  team,  and  when 
the  ti-ail  l)egan  to  show  signs  of  liardening, 
started  to  freight  our  imtfit  to  the  distant  gulch. 
1  confess  to  a  certain  anxiety  on  the  occasion 
when  tirst  1  thrcv  a  harness  over  Malicula's 
head  and  hitched  him,  with  Barsick,  next  to  tlie 
sled,  thus  making  "  Wheel  dogs  "  of  them;  but 
lie  submitted,  and,  save  for  lifting  his  lips  to 
a  snarl  and  menacing  mo  with  his  eyes,  made 
no  objection.  He  was  a  wonderful  team  dog, 
but  woi-ked  with  heiul  turned  back  now  and  then 
to  express  a  certain  (lUe-tioning  defiance,  that 
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I'nflicf  iip-^ct  ?n<'.  I):in  rcfii^cfl  fo  <r(i  ii<';\r  liiui, 
Jiiid  cxciN-  trinii  we  iricf  w  allied  ns.  Xativcs 
sl(»iipc(l  tu  vliiiiLT  llicii'  sli()r.l(l(;?'s,  and  llic  Inii/i- 
f/iii(iii  (if  tlir  Xdi  ill  ruiild  Iia\('  acliicxcd  Hi»  niofc 
evil    ic|iiitati(iii    lliaii    tlii-    iiohlc   licast    already 

pOHSOSSCil. 

It  was  old  Maiook  who  \\arn('d  mo  willi  tlio 
first  serisilile  woi-d-,  and.  wise  old  Indian  that  he 
was,  lie  knew. 

"  Some  day."  he  sai<l,  "  tliee  do,n'  will  try  you. 
Then,  eitliei'  you  of  heeni  l)e  iiia>tei'.  Maybo  so 
you  have  to  shoot  to  save  hein'  keel." 

A  week  went  liy,  filled  with  iiard  work,  and 
I  .u'l-cw  more  a('<-ust(nned  to  that  strange  (jucs- 
tionini;  defiance;  \('t  I  knew,  always,  that 
Marook  had  told  the  truth.  In  that  wock  wo 
traveled  contiinially  hackward  and  forward 
o\-ei-  the  eNcr  hardeninii;'  trail,  and  one  niu^lit  I 
risked  chance  with  niy  wolf doi;,  and  left  him 
untied.  AVIien  I  tlii'ew  the  team  their  rations 
of  do<i^  salmon,  lie  seized  liis  and  carried  it 
tu  the  outskirts  of  the  suarliuji:  ])ack.  Ho  ol)- 
served  a  .i^eiitlemau's  eti(|Uette,  and  wlion  Ills 
fisli  was  finished,  did  not  leap  at  any  other 
doir's  food  in  that  greedy  fashion  whieli  eliar- 
acte)-izes  do^s  of  the  North;  but  calmly  lay 
down  and  watched  them — and  me.  Whielievor 
way  r  turned  liis  wolf  eyes  were  on  me.    Barsick 
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hiid  lii'conif  a  WiM  \'i'winl,  but  liis  mat"  cared 
iiotliiiiic  a|tpart'iitly  Tor  friciKily  overtures. 
X(tr  hail  i  ever  dared  extend  a  hand  to  hiiu  iu 
caress, 

lie  did  not  (h'XTf  us  that  nii^dit,  as  we  huth 
thou;;ht  he  niiti-ht,  hut  was  there  and  rea<ly  for 
tlie  harness  and  the  (hiy's  W(»rk  on  the  foHow- 
in<jr  rnornin.ir,  and  I  was  <,a-atilie(l.  \\'\  it  was 
that  very  ni^dit  in  which  we  two  were  to  have 
our  battle. 

r  came  out  to  the  choppini,'  loir,  tired  from 
tl'e  <hiy's  work,  to  split  off  some  kin(liin<jr,  and 
he  lay  -here  within  i-each  of  the  falliui,'  sticks. 
It  may  he  that  1  had  fjrown  careless,  or  that  I 
had  learned  to  reyard  him  as  merely  snrlv. 
i\nyliow,  I  spoke  to  him  sharply  whei-e  he  lay 
curled  up  on  th<'  chips,  with  his  eyes  watchin.ij: 
me,  and  Ik    did  not  obey. 

'^  Very  well,"  said  I,  ''  stay  tliere!  And  if  a 
stick  hits  you,   it   will   be  your  own   fault." 

The  first  stick  split  off  fell  within  a  foot  of 
him,  yet  lie  made  no  move.  The  second  came 
closer,  struck  on  its  end,  bounced  over,  and  f<'ll 
auainst  him.  Almost  before  I  could  droj)  the 
ax  he  uncoiled  like  a  spring  of  potential  ener^-, 
appeared  to  leap  from  his  position  with  the 
swiftness  and  certainty  of  a  rattlesnake,  and 
launched  himself  at  my  throat.     The  battle  was 
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oji !  r  st'Izcd  a  stick  as  T  dod^XHl,  and  ho 
doubled  !)ack  at  nic,  tfyiiii;-  au^ain  for  that  deadly 
throat  hold.  This  time  f  hai'cly  evaded  his 
attack,  and  had  scant  time  to  [ilant  my  i'eet  he- 
fore  lie  had  whirh'd  and,  with  tlie  I'apidity  of 
]ii>-ht,  liad  chars»-e(l  me  fi'oni  the  other  side.  T 
struck  at  him,  and  the  stick  slipped  from  my 
Land. 

rp  to  then  I  liad  been  fearless,  scornful,  cer- 
tain. Xow  I  knew  that  Ma  rook's  Avords  w(>i'e 
true.  Father  Malicnla  or  I  would  (juit  that  duel 
master,  and  in  that  wavering-  moment,  when 
tliat  hu,i>e,  lithe  animal  was  i)reparinii:  for  an- 
other sprini>',  I  was  not  contident  which  it  would 
be— man  or  beast.  It  seemed  to  m(>  that  the 
velocity  with  w'lich  he  launched  himself  would 
carry  me  from  my  feet  if  he  landed,  and  I 
twisted  .sidewise.  lie  was  too  intelliii'ent  for 
n  repetition  of  that  move.  II(»  was  fi<>htin.<? 
grimly  and  with  all  the  determination  of  his 
wolf  ancestors  when  intent  on  a  kill;  so  lie 
twisted  in  mid-air  to  meet  my  shift,  and  was 
on  me.  Some  deftness  of  hand,  l(>arned  through 
my  years  of  athletic  exeivise,  prompted  me  to 
clutch  )|uickly  toward  his  throat.  My  hands 
met  below  that  cutting  lower  jaw,  desi»ei-ately 
grasped  hold,  and  clung,  hown  we  went  to- 
gether,   ni;ui    and    wolf-dog,    in    a    battle    to    a 
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finis]].  His  strcii.ii'tli  was  pi-odi.i^nous,  his  a.i^'il- 
ity  iucredihie.  He  was  like  compact  and  vet 
living  steel— always  coiled  and  always  deadly— 
as  we  rolled  owr  and  over  on  the  fjroimd. 
Sometimes  his  liot  breath  was  in  my  face,  his 
snai)i)ing  fang-s  within  an  inch  of  my  throat,  his 
tearing  paws  scarring  my  wrists  and  hands. 
The  battle  was  no  longer  for  mastery;  it  was 
for  self-preservation  on  my  ].art.  All  that  I 
knew  was  that,  come  what  wonnds  might,  I  must 
not  lose  my  hold  on  that  throat. 

In  the  midst  of  that  fierce  struggle,  little  by 
little,  1  closed  my  fingers  tighter  until  they  re- 
stricted that  heavy  throat  with  suflicient 
strength  to  throttle.  Even  when  I  was  beneath 
him  that  one  action  was  uppermost  in  my  mind 
as  the  one  that  must  be  adhered  to.  He  Aveak- 
ened  and  stiiiggled  to  free  himself.  T  clung 
and  gripi)ed  the  hai'der.  It  was  my  turn  to  be 
on  top.  1  i)lanted  a  knee  on  the  liroad  breast 
between  his  h'os  and  held  him.  I  shifted  my 
Mcight  until  I  was  seated  on  those  rending 
haunches,  and  then,  a  mad  man  almost,  I  slowly 
shifted  my  grip  until  the  throat  was  suiijiressed 
with  but  one  hand.  I  saw^  fear  in  his  eyes  for 
the  first  time.  [  reached  out  and  eaught  the 
only  weai)on  at  hand,  a  dog  chain,  which  was 
twisted  as   I   reached   it.    1   regretted   that   it 
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was  not   an  ax,   lor  wliicli   to   this  day  I  am 
thankful. 

Roduoed  to  the  i)rimitivo,  tlie  olomontal,  with 
centuries  droi)i)ed  otT  wlien  man  and  beast 
fought  as  wo  fought,  man  becomes  but  litth^ 
better  than  an  animah  I  whip[)ed  the  chain  u]) 
and  down  witii  all  my  strength,  hoping,  furi- 
ously, fervently,  to  kill  him  witli  it.  Time  and 
again  I  In-ought  the  lieavy  weight  crashing 
down  on  him  until,  abruptly,  lie  lay  inert  under 
my  hand,  and,  panting,  I  staggered  to  my 
feet. 

All  the  revulsion  of  humanity  for  a  cruel  deed 
waved  back  over  me  as  I  stood  there  and  the 
centuries  were  again  bridged.  I  was  no  longer 
the  cave  man,  but  the  civilized  being,  sorry  for 
my  ])art  of  that  strange  -^onciuest.  For  an  in- 
stant, weak  and  calming,  I  stood  and  looked 
at  him.  lie  lay  there,  bloody  and  inert,  on  the 
pile  of  chips  beside  the  stick  of  kindling  wood 
that  had  led  to  the  test. 

T  stooped  over  and  lifted  him  in  my  arms, 
and  carried  him,  heavy  burden  that  he  was,  into 
the  cabin.  My  partner  looked  up  as  we  entered, 
and  the  smile  on  his  face  died  away. 

"  For  Heaven's  sake!  What's  the  matter?  " 
he  exclaimed,  jumping  to  his  feet.  And  then, 
"  Ah,  had  it  out,  did  you?    For  the  love  of  God, 
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Tom,  tiikc  tlint  liinJx'i'  wolf  (nit  and  put  n  bullet 
through  his  'loud!     1  was  afraid  of  it.     it  liad 

to    COIHC." 

I  laid  Malicula  on  tlic  floor  of  the  cabin,  and 
for  a  minute  or  tv.o  leaned  ai;"ainst  the  rouijjli 
loiT  walls.  My  vaiKiuished  foe  lay  there  at  my 
feet,  and  I'an  reached  for  a  litlc  on  the  wall, 
took  down  a  cai'trid.^e  belt,  slii>})od  a  cou])le  of 
cartridges  into  the  chamber,  and  whirled 
around. 

"No!"  I  said  weakly.  "  Xo !  Don't  do 
that !  Let  mo  handle  him.  The  ti.giit  was  mine, 
not   yours." 

Slowly  he  i'e])laced  the  rifle  on  the  wall  after 
ejecting  the  cartritlges. 

"  But  it's  the  best  thing-  to  do,"  lie  insisted. 
"  That  is  a  wolf;  not  a  dog.  He'll  kill  one 
of  us  yet.     Don't  take  a  cliance,  old  man." 

Despite  his  protests,  1  stoojx'd  over  and  min- 
istered to  the  wounds  I  had  indicted  in  my 
anger.  I  cut  the  liair  from  them,  ])oured  di- 
luted carliolic  acid  into  them,  and  stitched  them 
up,  })ainfully,  while  the  great  gray  beast  lay 
there  beneath  my  hands,  unwliimpering,  and 
bore  in  silence  the  hui't.  liegardless  of  Dan's 
derision,  I  took  the  l)Ianket  from  m>'  own  l)ed 
to  lay  him  on,  clo'^e  beside  the  stove.  ^Fy  own 
coat  covered  liim,  and  shielded  liirn   from  the 
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-My  own  sclf-rcpi-oaclii's,  and  pity  I'or  a 
worthy  and  r.'ai-lcss  loo,  siUToundcd  liini  as  I 
left  him  to  his  rest. 

For  several  days  lie  was  too  stiff  and  sore, 
and  bruised,  to  protest  against  mv  ministra- 
tions; yet  1  knew  tliat  we  were  to  "be  friends. 
Daily  I  lavisliod  care  on  ]iim,  and  dailv  Jio 
watclied  mo,  never  wliimporing,  soemino-  to 
court  my  hands,  and  for  t]ie  first  time  submit- 
ting to  a  caress.  I  liave  never  nursed  anything 
which  1  more  wanted  to  livo  than  T  did"  ^^lali- 
cula.  And  tlion,  one  day,  of  ]iis  own  volition 
ho  turned  and  licked  my  hand,  expressing  in 
his  way  the  comjiact  of  i)eaco. 

Tliore  are   those   to   whom   this   will   sound 
sentimental,  brutal,  or  strange;  yet  I  vow  to 
them  that  there  are  souls  in  dogs;  that  some 
dogs  are  sub-human;  that  most  dogs  understand 
with  an  intelligence  of  their  own.     There  are 
those  who  will  laugh  when  I  say  that  I  had  a 
thrill  of  happiness  on  a  later  day  when  Malicula, 
awaiting   my   return    to    the    cabin,    suddenly 
reared  up  on  his  hind  feet,  lifted  his  great 
length  up  until  we  were  face  to  face,  put  his 
front  paws  on  ray  slioulder,  and  attempted  to 
lick  my  face.    That  laugh  does  not  matter,  for 
then  T  knew  that  we  were  friends,  and  mv  story 
tells  that  the  loyalty  of  that  friendship,  brough't 
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.•iboiit  by  the  stern  tost  of  tri:il,  was  wortli  wliilc 
Men  and  dogs  arc  alike  in  this,  that  always, 
forever,  someone  ninst  be  the  master,  and  the 
other  the  l"oIh)\ver.  And  so  it  was  that  ^ralieiila 
came  into  the  woof  of  the  tale  of  red  irold ! 
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A\'iXTi;ii  seized  us.  My  partner  and  1  wotUcmI 
tlie  claim,  and  yet,  tlii-ee  times  a  week,  and 
usually  accompanied  hy  Dan,  L  made  the  Ions? 
trip  to  the  cam]);  for  the  i^reatest  amhition  I 
liad  conceived,  the  ^irreatest  liojie  in  lit"*-,  lay  in 
having  Elizabeth  Wilton  tell  me  that  she  loved 
me.  Thirty  years  of  ai^'e,  matured,  uiiscan-ed, 
1  had  l)een  drawn  into  the  vortex  of  love,  where 
everything  but  tlie  ultimate  is  lost  si,^ht  of,  and 
]ialtry.  Three  time<  a  week  I  made  that  long 
tri]i  over  the  trail,  tliat  T  jnight  hear  her  voice, 
aud  watch  the  shadows  in  her  hair,  the  liglit 
in  her  eyes,  and  the  graceful  mo])ility  of  lier 
lips. 

And  many  events  liad  ha)»})enetl,  trivial  in 
themselves,  but  distinct  and  of  note  to  one 
living  in  a  camp  so  far  removed  from  the  out- 
side world  that  letters  came  but  once  n  year, 
and  everythinir  was  bounded  by  what  could  be 
seen  on  the  hoi-izon.  and  the  day's  worh. 

Early  in  the  fall  the  constant  compauiuusliip 
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of  Sam  Bai'stow  nnd  Pitkok  h:u]  liccn  obscrvcil, 
and  comiiK'ntcd  on.  It  was  an  uiuisual  tliin,<; 
tor  a  white  man  to  take  np  with  a  nativi-  in 
those  days. 

"  I  tell  yo'i,"  Dan  was  wont  to  assei't, 
"  there's  somelhin'  hack  ot"  it  all  that  we  ain't 
on  to.  Thai  Pitkok's  a  (h'vil!  1  know  him. 
Sam  was  all  riylit,  as  far  as  anyhody  knows, 
until  lie  came  down  the  river,  lie  woi-ks,  and 
lie  wants  to  ,i,n>t  ahead,  lint  what  does  he  mix 
lip  with  that  hi.i::  hack  l^)r.'  Wliy,  the  K'oyu- 
kuks  won't  have  iiothin'  to  do  witli  him,  and 
when  an  Injun's  own  tribe  throws  him  out, 
there's  somethin'  mi.uhty  bad  about  him.  Vou 
just  wait!     You'll  see!  " 

P>ut  the  stran<,^e  eompanionship  liad  eon- 
tinued,  and  it  had  ended  by  tiieir  goint;:  away 
together  one  night,  in  wliicli  direction  no  one 
knew — not  even  the  natives  of  the  low-lying 
village  across  the  riv(>r.  That  tiiey  wt-nt  to- 
gether r  knew  from  something  that  Bessie  told 
me  on  one  of  my  visits. 

"  Sam  Barstow  ]ias  gone  away  with  Pitkok," 
she  said,  as  if  sh(\  too,  had  noted  the  strange 
l)ai-tnei-sliip.  "  Yon  remember  I  told  you,  one 
time,  oil,  months  ago.  that  Pitkok  r-ame  into  the 
post,  and  wanted  credit  for  a  l)ig  outfit  ?  AVell, 
it  was  right  after  that  lie  and  Sam  began  to  be 
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seen  lo.nctliri-.  Xow,  it  \v;is  Sam  over  in  the 
Indian  village,  and  ai;ain  if  was  I'ilkok  \\\\\\'j: 
in  Sam's  cahin.  l-'inally  Sam  came  in  and 
bought  supplies,  and  PItknk  was  with  him. 
Tlicy  stood  tlici'c  together,  and  di-<n>scd  what 
tlu'v  wanted,  and  it  was  liirjit  stuff,  such  as 
men  wouhl  Use  on  a  lon.i;-,  hai'd  trip.  And  they 
Avent  away  to,«,-ether,  juid— well,  that's  all  there 
is  to  it.  I  wondei'  what  tliat  dance  yirl,  .Mario, 
thinks  of  it.' " 

She  jiad  ended  liei'  information  in  a  feminine 
Avay,  by  a  feminine  speculation  as  to  the  mem- 
ber of  lier  sex  left  heliind. 

lu  the  usual  meetino'  places,  the  tradini?  ))ost, 
the  saloons,  and  the  dance  lialls,  men  had  smiled, 
and  ventured  that  Sam  had  gone  away  on  a 
foolish  prospecting-  trip,  sneh  as  had  been  made 
by  a  half  dozen  men  in  search  of  "  Too-:\Iucli- 
Gold  Creek,"  a  mythical  stivam  in  the  :\rac- 
kenzie  border  told  of  l)y  the  natives,  but  never 
found. 

^fen  worked  more,  gambled  less,  and  ])layed 
infre(|uently  now  that  the  busy  season  was  on 
in  foree,  and  the  fires  from  the  pits  shone  dnily 
on  every  gnleh,  every  night.  The  ring  of  tho 
ax,  the  creak  of  the  windlass,  and  the  clashing 
of  overturned  buckets,  formed  a  threnody  too 
irresistible  to  be  displaced  by  idle  wonder  as 
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1(»  tilt'  iidiiius  ;in(l  I'luiiiny-.  of  (uu-  man.  Life 
\\;is  paliiitat  inu.  and  w  I'mulin.t;',  as  il'  (lie  |t,ss 
ol  any  camp  cliaiactcr  were  unudrtliy  of  uoic 
It    t'ollowcd   it>  cdurx'. 

Kcniih'ky  Smith,  swing'inj;^  down  tlic  tral.  and 
whist. ini;",  as  he  passt'd  I'l'din  his  claini  above 
ours,  lU'xins  sauntci'int,'  oxer  to  our  cabin  in 
the  ('\iiiiiiiis  to  tell  us  that  the  pay  on  Xunihcr 
'ruclxc  h)ok('(l  licltcr,  Sinchiir  stoppinir  on  his 
way  up  t(t  ,ui\<'  us  camp  news,  were  the  only 
breaks  in  the  steady  <;i-in<l  of  work,  i'etl  by 
hope. 

And  it  was  Sinclair  wlio,  on  tlie  way  up, 
one  niiilit  in  early  January,  ])aused  to  tdl  us 
that  Sam  Harstow  was  back.  That  was  all, 
he  had  returned. 

"And  Pitkok.'"  asked  Dan,  wlio  stood  on 
the  eds^e  of  the  dum]),  lookini;:  down  to  the 
l)hjekened  path  leading  })ast  it,  on  which  our 
fellow  prospector  had  halted. 

"  PitkoK's  dead!  "  was  the  reply. 

We  gave  exchunations  of  surprise. 

"  Sam  says  he  got  elawed  up  ])y  a  bear  as 
they  w(>re  coming  out,"  Sinclair  went  on. 
"  Sani  got  there  too  late.  Pitkok  cashed  in 
his  chips,  in  spite  of  all  that  Sam  could  do. 
And  it's  a  small  loss,  according  to  my  reckon- 
ing.    That  buck  gave  me  the  willies.     He  was 
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!«'<'   iiiii''li   oT   lifiv,   llific,   aiitl   cvcrywlicif,   to 
suit  riiy  i;i-tc." 

II«'  I'lmldrd  nlT  llji  flic  li;iil,  ;ili<l  we  l.-ii  |  our 
llfcs  lor  the  ui-  it,  ;iii(|  I  took  my  p.'irt  with 
some  li;i~tf.  My  |.;ittnci-  Iiotirrd  it,  ;iml  mow  led 
as  he  sl()()|K.||  u\■^•l•  and  t  linist  slioit  loi;-^  anaiiist 
till'  \'nri'  (){'  (lay  and  uimvcI  that  was  to  Itc 
tliawfd  out   to  cNi'Osc  its  content^. 

I  suppose."  lu'  half  groaned,  in  an  anius('(l 
voice,  "that  I've  ^ot  to  make  the  tiip  with 
you  a<;ain  to  ni,i,dit.  l.ct  rnc  sec  Vcs,  this  is 
the  rc.irular  iiii^dit.  It  look>  to  inc  as  if  I  stand 
to  lose  any  way  it's  fixed  up.  If  yon  <.^vi  the 
^i'K  I  lose  a  ical  ].artner.  If  you  lose  hei", 
you'll  he  woi-e  than  a  heai-  with  a  soi'e  head, 
••"|<1  I'm  out.  P.ut  I'll  <r()  with  you.  Just  the 
same." 

He  i;i'inned  up  at  nu".  knowinij  that  I  was 
too  emhai-iassed  and  annoyed  to  retort.  I'ut 
it  was  iny  niirlit  to  visit  tlie  eamp,  and  even 
his  ^ibes  oonld  not  deter  mo. 

"  I'm  not  even  .u'oin.ir  up  to  say  *  TTowdy  ' 
tliis  evening:,"  Dan  said,  i)artino:  from  me  at 
the  he.i-innin,!;-  of  the  row.  "  It's  a  lonir,  cold 
walk  lip  thoro  for  a  feller  that  ain't  been  sent 
for.  ^reieury's  all  frozen,  overywliero.  Davis 
Pain    Killer  bottle  bu.stod  this  afternoon,  and 
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I'lii  plniir  .■iii\i.iii-<  t»»  (l;iric(>  soinc.      I'll  hv  h'-io, 

><I||H'\\  lll'IC.        So    liillL^  !   " 

M<'  liiniol,  ;iii(l  (Idil^ci  into  till'  I  loiioliilii, 
I'l-iuii  wliidi  i>-ii('il  liilarioii-  mhihiI-.  ;iii(|  |  Iims- 
t<'MiM|  oil  ii].  th,.  ti;iil.  I  was  late,  aihl  l\rii 
liick>  was  aiir.nl  ol'  itic.  Tliis  tiliif  lie  liail 
I)i-oiiL;lit  a  liaiijo  willi  liim,  ami  was  slimiiii!: 
wlicri  I  flltd'tMl.  lie  -topped  |ojl!^^  clioli^ii  to 
^Tiii  a  wclcoiiic,  ami  llini  uciit  on  slioutiui^  a 
iiciTfo  soiin-  in  his  inimitaltlc  di-awiiiiij:  xoicc. 

liill  Wilton  appeared  sane-  tliaii  I  had  seen 
liini  in  so.rie  ti;iie,  and  was  xcnlini,^  hoai'se 
cackles  ol'  lan,uliter.  Xow  and  then  he  -vonld 
l(tok  l)('wildere<l,  and  appear  intent  on  ti'viny: 
to  reiiK'niher  soinethini;-,  perhaps  some  familiar 
sti-ain  that  he  had  heaid  in  the  old  past.  Ken- 
tnck\  hrouuht  his  hand  acro>s  the  slr'inus  with 
a  lit'avy  sweep,  as  he  linishcd  the  dole!"iil  <'hant 
ol"  •'  How-  the  j'ossinn  Lf.st  His  Ta-a-ail,"  and 
tossed  the  hanjo  onit  on  top  ol"  the  skin-covered 
conch. 

"  Px'.'d.  yon  in  to-ni<;-lit,  'rorn,"  he  ^n-inned. 
''  Had  to  come  down  to  relieve  my  I'eelin's. 
I'm  as  happy  as  a  coon,  when  lie  linds  three 
<loA'-s  and  a  ni^ner  nnder  liis  home  tree." 

r  surmised  that  his  words  coxei-ed  sotne  other 
fcelino-  tlian  elation. 

"  What  is  the  matter  now.'  "  1  asked. 


84 


TlIK  MOCT'ASIXS  O''^  GOLD 


He  looked  ji^iavc  for  an  instant,  au<l  then  said: 
"  Nothing-,  except  that  our  clainrs  a  dead  one, 
and  we've  decided  to  abandon  it,  and  look  for 
a  lay." 

T  was  "enuinelv  sorrv  for  Kentnek,  because 
I  liked  him. 

"  Are  you  certain?  "  I  asked, 

"  Yes.  We've  crosscut  the  gulch  from  rim 
to  rim,  and  never  had  a  i)ay  i)aii.  We've  ))roved 
that  we're  too  hiuh  for  the  feed  of  the  pay 
streak,  wherever  it  may  be." 

He  sat  there  and  frowned  for  a  moment,  and 
I  knew  of  what  he  was  thinking — the  best  i)art 
of  a  seascn  wasted;  the  h.ng  houi's  of  hard 
work  in  tlie  savage  cold;  the  hopelessness  of 
trying  to  get  a  lease  at  that  time  of  the  year 
on  any  ground  that  was  worth  while,  and  the 
futility  of  striking  out  on  a  prospecting  trip. 
He  glanced  up,  and  read  the  sympathy  in  mv 
eyes. 

"  Tlianks,"  he  said  soberly.  "  You're  all 
right,  Tom.  Just  kee]i  me  in  mind,  won't  you? 
And  if  you  liear  of  anything,  let  me  know." 

Bessie  was  full  of  suggestions,  but  they  were 
not  altogether  practical.  The  most  ])romising 
venture  was  merely  a  little  better  than  ])ros- 
])ecting — the  jxtssiliility  of  logging  farther  u]) 
the  river,  and  running  the  timbei's  down  to  the 
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(.'amp  wlu'ii  the  spriug  floods  were  over  to  sell 
to  arrivals.  Ills  ill  I'ortuue  sobered  our  visit, 
aud  we  started  away  earlier  than  usual,  walk- 
ing down  the  trail  together,  after  bidding  Bessie 
good-night. 

"  I've  got  to  drop  in  along  the  line  here  to 
And  Dan,"  1  said.  "  Suppose  you  eonie  with 
me,  and  we'll  see  if  he  ki.iows  of  anything.  He 
usually  has  a  card  or  two  up  his  sleeve." 

We  tunied  into  the  Honolulu,  and  found  it 
strangely  deserted. 

'  What's  u])?  "  Kentuck  asked  Hopkins,  the 
proi)rietor,  who  was  sitting  gloomily  by  his 
stove. 

"  All  right  up  to  an  hour  ago,"  he  said,  as 
if  we  had  referred  to  his  business  alone,  "  and 
then  somebody  came  in  and  said  that  Sam 
Barstow  was  up  at  the  Horn  Spoon  trying  to 
break  the  bank,  and  everyone  stampeded." 

"  Then  that's  where  we  must  go,"  cheer- 
fully responded  Kentuck,  leading  the  way  to- 
ward the  door. 

We  went  into  the  Horn  Spoon,  and  almost 
as  M-e  opened  the  storm  door  knew  that  some- 
thing unusual  was  taking  i)l-K'e.  There  was 
an  air  of  suppressed  excitement  in  its  very  at- 
mospliere,  an  undercurrent  of  tensity.  The 
wheel  was  not  running  as  usual,  and  the  back 
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end  of  the  room  at)i)carod  deserted.  Around 
the  middle  table  there  was  a  crowd  the  outer 
edges  on  ti[)toe.  There  was  seareely  a  word 
being  said,  and  the  i)laee  was  filled  witli  that 
ominous  sileneo  which  comes  when  big  stakes 
are  being  ])layed.  Its  very  lamps,  with  their 
tin  reflectors,  seemed  looking  downward  to  one 
spot.  ^^\'  got  to  the  edge  of  the  crowd,  and 
looked  over  others'  shoulders. 

At  the  ta])le  l)ut  one  man  was  playing,  and 
that  was  Sam  Barstow,  who  sat  with  his  hat 
down  over  his  eyes.  Marie  Devinne  was  click- 
ing the  case  buttons,  and  Spider  Kiggs,  immac- 
ulate and  immobile  as  usual,  was  dealing  the 
cards,  his  long,  slender  fingers  slii)|)ing  back 
and  forth  as  he  drew  them  froTU  the  case,  or 
reached  over  and  raked  in  the  chips.  Evidently 
Barstow  was  ])laying  recklessly,  for  his  bets 
were  large  in  blue  chi]>s,  whose  value  T  knew 
was  five  dollars  each.  lie  was  shoving  stacks 
of  them  over,  and  his  customary  coolness  aji- 
peared  to  have  deserted  him,  for  at  each  suc- 
cessive loss  he  swore  volubly.  Dan  was  there, 
and  our  eyes  met.  He  winked  at  me  with 
gravity,  ami  edged  around  to  my  side. 

"  That  idiot  is  locoed,"  he  muttered.  *'  He's 
lost  at  least  seven  or  eight  thcmsand  dollars 
already,  and  is  about  to  dip  into  his  last  thou- 
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sand.  JJei'U  playiu.i?  on  CavaiiaugJi's  receipt  for 
nioiicy  in  the  A.  C.  .safe.  Jle  arts  lialt'  mad. 
Watcli  him." 

Barstow  was  i)hiying  a  combination  of  cards, 
and  Kiggs  was  asking  liim  if  his  bets  were  all 
down. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  go  ahead." 

Shnvly  the  cards  came  out.  It  seemed  as  if 
every  "  coi)i)ered  card  "  won,  and  every  one 
without  the  little  tablet  lost.  His  luck  was  re- 
versed. He  sat  motionless  and  gloomy,  as  pile 
after  pile  of  his  chips  were  drawn  in  and  slipped 
])ack  into  the  chii)  rack  with  the  sharp,  timed 
clicking,  as  the  slender,  manicni-ed  iinger  of 
Spider  Higgs  snipped  them  into  place.  P'or  an 
instant  he  sat  there  and  swore  softly,  and 
Jiiggs  waited. 

"  Well,"  he  challenged,  "  got  enough  ?  Any- 
body else  around  here  want  to  try  his'hick:'  "* 

He  stared  with  insolent  triumph  at  the  faces 
girdling  the  table,  md  no  one  moved.  Every- 
one was  watching  Sam  Barstow,  whose  drawn 
brows  and  set  lips  told  of  his  rising  anger. 

He  suddenly  thrust  all  his  remaining  diips 
across  on  the  table. 

"  I'll  make  a  stab  to  call  the  turn,"  he 
growled,  and  Kiggs,  al'ter  another  deliberate 
})ause,  slipped  the  last  cards  from  the  box.    He 


H8 


THE  MOCCASIXS  OF  GOLD 


Jaiii^Hic'd  ti  little  as  lie  raked  in  the  cliips.  and 
Marie  I )c'viiiiit'  lifted  tlie  sides  of  the  case  raek, 
and  let  the  Imttons  «;•(>  slipping  back. 

J>arst()\v  i^axe  a  last  oath,  and  juniix'd  to  his 
feet  so  suddenly  that  his  stool  was  overturned. 
He  glared  at  Spider  Kiggs,  as  if  undecided 
what  to  say,  and  then  almost  shouted:  "  Vou 
got  nie!  if  it  hadn't  been  that  >lai-ie  had  the 
cases,  I'd  'a'  thought  the  game  was  crooked. 
I'm  through  with  you.  You're  good  and  wel- 
come.    Let  me  out  of  this!  '' 

lie  broke  through  the  crowd,  and  elbowed  his 
way  toward  the  bar. 

"  How  much  of  a  stake  have  I  got  left?  " 
lie  demanded,  and  the  bartendei',  calmly  looking 
11])  at  him,  called  across  the  room  to  Spider 
Kiggs:  "  What's  the  tally?  " 

"  Seven  thousand  five  hundred,"  Riggs  called 
back,  with  a  certain  note  of  gloating  satisfac- 
tion in  his  voice. 

"  Five  hundred  left,"  the  bartender  an- 
swered Barstow.  "  You  don't  seem  to  have 
much  luck  to-night.    Have  something?  " 

The  miner  stalked  to  the  bar,  and  seized  a 
botth-  of  InifcJniH,  the  soul  and  body  destroying 
li(luor  of  Alaska,  filled  a  glass  to  the  lirim,  and 
drained  it  at  :'  .gulp,  fie  ])ut  the  glass  down 
again,  and  refilled  it.  and  Kentuckv  Smith  jit 
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my  side  nudged  mo,  and  whispered:  "  Travelin' 
a  ['vw,  isn't  he?  " 

The  room  was  beginnins:  to  reek  witii  sound 
again,  and  the  wheel  had  started  its  rounds, 
whih'  the  man  beh'nd  it  shouted:  "  Try  your 
luck  here,  gentlemen." 

The  lure  of  the  clicking  ball  ap])eared  to  at- 
tract Sam  Barstow,  and  he  lianged  his  heavy 
fist  down  on  the  l)ar,  and  whirled  around. 

"  I've  got  five  hundrnd  left,"  he  asserted 
belligerently, ''  and  I'll  take  a  chance  on  busting 
the  wheel." 

He  shoved  men  aside  as  he  made  his  way 
over  to  it,  and  stood. 

'•  What's  the  limit  here?  "  he  demanded. 

"  The  bank  roll,"  was  the  calm  resjionse. 
"  It's  worth  more  than  your  five  hundred." 

"  Give  me  the  chips,"  Barstow  growled,  and 
did  not  trouble  to  seat  himself,  but  stood  erect 
at  the  end  of  the  table. 

Again  the  room  was  silenced,  and  men  surged 
tov.-ard  the  gaml)ler.  Dan  and  I  found  our- 
selves jammed  u])  against  the  side,  where  we 
could  not  for  the  moment  extricate  ourselves. 
Playing  a  hundred  dollars  at  a  wager,  the  angr\' 
victim  of  ill  fortune  threw  his  chips  out,  select- 
ing the  number  fifteen  as  a  favorite.  It  lost. 
Three  times  he  tried  it,  and  each  time  became 
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.•m.ii:ri('r  ;is  it  failed  fo  appear.  Willi  a  siiddeii 
^^estin-<'  of  defiaiieo,  lie  shoved  all  liis  I'eiiiaiii- 
lUir  ehip.s  on  tlie  I'od.  Mai'ie  Deviiine  had 
crowded  throuyl;  to  ]\\s  .sli(»iildei',  ai:d  tried  to 
^^et  him  to  ellaIl.^•e  his  waijer. 

"  Don't  be  a  cliuni]),"  she  insisted.  "  It's 
a  fool's  ])Iay." 

P>nt  he  turned  toward  her,  and  frownod. 

''  Vou  let  ni(>  alone,"  he  said,  and  she 
shrn^^^ed  hei-  shoulders,  and  watched  the  ball 
start  its  course,  as  if  fascinated. 

There  was  a  tense  moment  as  it  dropjied 
downward  from  the  rim.  an<l  beean  rattlint,^ 
and  bounciiii?  across  the  i)artitions.  Slower  and 
slower  it  ran,  and  then  poised  itself  as  the 
wheel  slowed  (lown,  and  ajipeared  to  be  bal- 
anced. I>arstow's  fuiy  was  in  suspense.  He 
leaned  forwar  1  on  his  knuckles  at  tlie  end  of 
the  tabic,  and  fi.xed  his  staring,  excited  eyes 
on   it,  with   a   hard,  s'litterin_<r   frown. 

The  ball  wavered  as  the  wheel  went  round, 
and  then  slowly,  and  as  if  maliciously,  it  fell 
from  the  ])artition  with  a  soft  click,  and  swam 
slowly  around.  The  wheel  man  did  not  touch 
it,  but  stood  with  folded  ai'ms,  ajjpreciatin.i? 
the  danft-er  of  a]-)pearin.o-  too  eaijer  to  annonnce 
the  result.  It  had  fallen  into  tlie  green  of  the 
"  00,"  and  the  liouse  had  won. 
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It  secmod  to  nio,  standing  tluM-c  l)y  tlic  sido, 
and  fooling  a  sort  of  syinpatliy  for  the  fool, 
that  ovoryoiio  in  tlio  i>la(v  had  hold  his  breath 
Uf)  to  that  momoiii,  aii<l  now  ^ave  a  si^li.  But 
the  sileuee  licld  as  we  waited  to  hear  what 
Barstow  would  say. 

I  nad  a  vague  impression  that  tlie  bartender 
liad  climbed  to  the  top  of  his  bar,  and  was 
looking  down  over  the  erowd;  that  Sjiider  Biggs 
was  standing  on  a  chair  l)eliind,  nnd  that  P)ig 
.lim  was  grinning  over  the  shoulders  of  Ken- 
tucky Smith.  I  had  witnessed  other  and  heavier 
gambling  than  this,  but  none  where  there 
seemed  to  be  so  much  concentrated  fury  in  the 
loser.  It  was  as  if  Barstow  had  been  restrain- 
ing himself  all  the  evening,  and  now  that  his 
last  savings  had  been  swept  away,  broke  loose. 

He  suddenly  thrust  his  elbows  backward, 
rudely  making  room  for  himself,  and  jerked 
the  tails  of  his  blue  shirt  loose  from  under  his 
mackinaw.  He  tore  at  the  beli  around  his  waist, 
and  fumbled  beneath,  then  there  was  the  sound 
of  a  hai  di  sweep  and  his  oath,  intermingled. 

"  Think  you've  got  me,  eh?  Well,  you  ain't. 
Turn  her  for  that,  and  may  the  curse  of  the 
devil  take  you  if  it  doesn't  win!  " 

He  swung  something  high  in  the  air.  and 
brought   it  smashing  down  on   the  table,  with 
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a  (lull,  licavy,  cnmcliinij  sound.  Ft  was  a  .irokl 
hell,  that  lie  had  cj'rricd  over  liis  hips,  its 
poc'kds  brJ'ifinff  with  wci^dit.  The  force  of  its 
heaviness  and  the  l.hnr  broke  it  oi)en,  and  I 
gave  a  gasj). 

From  its  inirst  apertures  rolled  out,  aeross 
the  table,  over  the  numbers  of  the  ch.tli,  and 
to  the  very  tloor  itself,  nuirirets  of  irold.  And 
they  were  red— irlowin^^  dully,  red  as  the  single 
nugget  of  ill  omen  \  had  seen  in  C'avanaugh's 
fingers,  and  held  in  my  palm,  unmistakably  the 
red  of  the  gold  that  had  eost  poor  old*  Bill 
Wdton  his  reason,  his  liappiness,  and  his  wife. 

There  was  a  shar}i  gasp  of  indrawn  breaths, 
as  men,  though  unfamiliar  with  the  legenci, 
leaned  forward  and  stared  at  that  strange  gold. 
They  knew  in  a  flasli  that  Sam  Barstow's  mys- 
terious trip  had  not  been  without  results.  I 
doubt  if  there  were  more  than  two  men  in  the 
room,  however,  beside  myself,  who  understood 
to  the  full  what  that  red  gold  meant.  It  filled 
me  with  a  strange  horror,  and,  half  faint  and 
sick,  I  backed  away  from  it,  and  crowded  my 
way  to  the  door,  jerked  it  open,  and  ste]i))ed 
outside  into  the  clean  night  air.  One  man  fol- 
lowed on  my  heels,  and  I  whirled  to  face  him. 
It  was  Cavanaugh,  and  he  met  my  ey^s  with  a 
long,  meaning  stare. 
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"Pitkokl"  lio  said  hoarsely,  in  a  strninod 
voico.  "  Pitkok  went  with  him,  and  sliowcd 
tlic  way.  ]*itk()k,  yxn)]-  devil,  h'arned  the  secret 
of  it  from  some  of  the  sa,ii:as  of  Ids  trib<>,  and 
took  that  man  to  it.  And  1  think  I  know  how 
Pitkok  died!  " 

1  hehl  myself  ri^£:id  as  T,  too,  surmised  tho 
tra^^edy,  the  murder,  when  tho  reel  hist  had 
cankered  the  mind  of  Sam  P>arstow,  honest  uj) 
to  that  fateful  hour. 

Cavanauo-h  knew  that  I  understood.  lie  sud- 
denly turned,  and  hurried  away  down  tlio  white 
trail,  with  his  hands  thrust  deeply  into  his 
])ockets,  and  his  head  bent  low,  as  if  ^rievin^' 
over  this  ex]iosure  of  a  fellow  heing's  cruel 
cupidity,  and  I  looked  up  at  the  door,  which 
opened,  to  release  my  partner  into  the  arms  of 
the  night. 
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Dan  and  I  did  not  s(  o  the  end  of  that  iii,trlit 
of  ^r;,ininff,  for  we  wcic  dcprcssod  and  Imrricd 
back  to  the  ,l;iiIcIi,  niiniiii<^  now  and  then  hc- 
twccn  tlu'  loii^-  slopes,  and  nj)  that  strclcli  of 
trail  wiiicli  lay  aloiii,-'  tlic  while  surface  of  the 
river.  I^ut  we  heai'd  of  the  outcome  two  nights 
hitor,  when  Kentucky  ca'ue  down  to  our  cabin 
to  learn  if  we  had  any  news  for  him, 

"  I  reckon  you-all  heard  what  happened  after 
you  left  the  Horn  Si)oon  tht^  other  night?" 

"  Xo,"  we  chorused,  looking  at  him. 

"  Well,  that  Sam  Barstow  sure  liad  tlie 
(h'vil's  own  luck  from  the  minute  he  banged  that 
(|ueer-lookiir  gold  (,f  Jds  on  tlie  wheel.  He 
l)roke  the  wlieel  in  one  turn,  and  J-Jilly  Al)rani- 
sky  jmlled  the  cloth  over  it.  Then  he  howled 
like  a  timber  wolf  with  jcy,  and  went  back  to 
the  layout,  lie  grablxnl  up  that  Ix'lt  lie  luul 
around  him,  j)ut  the  gold  back  in  it,  buckled 
it  under  liis  shirt,  and  started  in  to  play  with 
what   he'd  got    from   tlu"   wheel.     In  just   two 
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limirs  Ih'M  won  liis  ciylit  flionsjind  back,  and 
at  seven  iii  the  luurnin'  lie  walked  out  of  the 
I  lorn  Spoon  with  eiurhteen  thonsarKi  ('oMars  of 
its  money,  and  a  hill  of  .-.de  for  Hu-  pl.'ce." 

It   was  astonisliiiii;-   news,  and  our  exclama- 
tions betrayeil  (,.ii-  sui'prisc". 

Yes,  sir,  the  Horn  Spoon's  ^-ot  a  new  pro- 
]>riet()r  now.  It's  Sam  liarstow,  and  he's  rnn- 
nin'  the  place.  The  l)oys  that  owned  it  are 
workin'  for  him.  lie  hasn't  ^^ot  time.  Too 
husy  payin'  his  fond  I'espects  to  Marie  he- 
vinne.  I  reckon,  too,  that  he'll  .i^^'t  her.  Ih- 
looks  pi-etty  ^-ood  to  hei".  with  all  the  wad  of 
<lnst  lie  has,  and  with  that  H'l]  stuff  tliat  makes 
folks  believe  there  mi.i;-lit  be  plenty  more  whero 
that  came  from.  ]  reckon  Sam  liarstow's  due 
to  make  a  home  stake." 

Kentucky  was  sitt:  'j;  with  his  elbows  on  his 
knees,  and  his  moccasin  heels  up  f)n  the  run^s 
of  Ids  stool,  and  his  eyes  looked  thouirlit fully  at 
the  little  I'onnd  hole  i?i  the  end  of  the  Yukon 
stove,  that  seemcMl  to  be  watchin,:,^  him.  I  fan- 
cied I  read  a  trace  of  iiomesickness  in  his  boy 
ish  (yes,  and  a  desj)ondency  that  I  had  never 
l)efore  seen  in  them. 

The  country  and  its  i-ound  of  nnsfortune 
appeared  to  be  tellinu'  on  him.  I  was  sorry 
that  all  our  (dTorts  liad  failed  to  develop  any 
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cii.'incc  foi-  liiiii  tlinl  \v;is  wortli  t;ikiiiir.  All  tlic 
^n-oiirid  worth  Ifa-iiiy-  Ii;i(|  Ix-cii  |rt  out  lon^-  !)(.. 
I'l'ic  tli;it  time.  ;iiii|  tlifrc  wci'c  luif  few  cL-iiiiis 
Wdrkiiiu-  wIkti'  iiirii  wcic  hi  led  I'di'  (|;i\'s  \vai;('s. 
W  <•  hiccj  fo  talk  flM'cft'iilly  to  him,  hut  he  tim-t 
have  felt  that  we  had  iiotiiiiii:  to  otL-i-,  and  that 
our  ciicouraiifciiK'iit  \va<  hollow,  when  he  h'l't  ii-- 
Ihat  ni-iht  to  tramp  l)ack  up  to  lii-^  cahiii  at  the 

llt-ad    of    the    i;il|('li. 

It  >taiids  out,  ipiitc  clcai-  to  ino  in  tho  li^ht 
(d"  aftn-  cvi'iits,  the  peculiar  aiiiax.i'mcnt  I  I'dt 
on  the  fnllowini,'-  nioriiiiiir.  ^'<■t  in  the  tdlinir 
it   seems   nothin.i^. 

I  had  iifcjl  up  early,  it  heiriii:  niy  week  to  huild 
the  tire  and  cook  the  l)reakfa-t,  a  simple,  prim- 
iti\-e  task;  for  our  larder  was  scant  as  meas- 
iii-ed  hy  civilized  standard-.  It  was  still  dark, 
nnd  the  candlos.  stuck  in  homema(h'  brackets  in 
the  corner  hy  tlu-  sto\-e,  wi'ithed  and  twisted  as 
the  heat  waves  eddied  upwai'd,  and  the  room 
Avas  choked  with  the  fumes  of  bacon  fryiirir. 
nnd  desiccated  eyiis  sinunoi'inu:  on  the  hack  of 
the  stove,  and  the  hlubl)erin,u'  of  tlie  oatmeal 
pot. 

Dan  throw  his  lo.o:^  out  of  tho  bunk.  ,G:asi)in,ij:, 
•ind  called  sleepily:  "  IFey.  Tom!  Your  bacon's 
ffoin,^  too  hot.  C;ive  us  a  breath  of  air,  can't 
you?  " 
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1  diokod,  and  laiiglied,  aud  went  to  the  door 
and  threw  it  open.  Comin<>^  up  the  trail,  far 
down  the  hillsiih',  was  a  sled  drawn  by  strain- 
ing malemutes,  who  looked  like  the  wolves  of 
death  in  that  pallid  hour.  1  stood  with  the 
frying  pan  in  hand,  looking  at  them  when  they 
stopped,  and  tL.'ir  driver  turned  up  the  trail 
leading  to  our  cabin,  leaving  his  team  behind. 
lie  advanced  until  he  was  close  to  me. 

"  Tehami!  "  1  called  the  trader's,  greeting, 
and  then,  still  iu  the  tongue:  "  What  do  you 
want?  " 

He  answered  in  English: 

"  Want  moose  meat?  " 

"  Moose  meat  ?    Sure!" 

It  was  like  the  voice  of  an  angel,  the  proffer 
of  anyone  otfering  fresh  meat  to  men  who  had 
lived  on  tinned  stuff  and  bacon  for  so  many 
months.  Dan  came  hurrying  to  the  door  with 
the  strings  of  his  moccasins  dangling  and  trail- 
ing behind  him,  and  his  hair  still  rufliled. 

"How  much  you  take?  Heap  good  meat, 
huh?  "  he  called. 

The  visitor  stood  (juietly  for  an  instant,  and 
then  api)roached  until  ae  stood  in  front  of  us. 
I  saw  that  he  was  not  of  any  tribe  with  which 
I  was  familiar.  There  was  less  of  tlie  Oriental 
squattiness  of  face,  less  of  the  Oriental  squatti- 
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nc'ss  of  fi.iiurc.  He  M-as  lithe  and  strai^lit,  and 
his  nose  was  tiie  high,  fine,  wan'ior  nose  ol'  the 
red-Indian  trihes — the  nose  of  the  hereihtaiy 
fighter  and  hunt'T.  His  eyes  were  frowning, 
with  a  certain  detiant  dignity. 

"•  You  needn't  trouhle  to  talk  pidgin  English 
to  mo,"  he  said,  with  perfectly  correct  itro- 
nuneiation.  "  I  can  speak  the  hinguage  as  well 
as  you  can.  T  ani  a  Sioux!  No  dog-trotting, 
tish-eating  mongrel  of  an  K  .dnio.  1  have 
moose  meat  to  sell.  It  will  cost  you  a  dollar  a 
pound." 

There  was  an  instant's  silence,  and  then  I 
tried  to  soften  his  indignation  with  a  (piestion. 
"  A  Sioux.'    And  away  up  here.'    Why?  " 

"  To  hunt.    To  make  a  living." 

His  voice  sounded  as  if  he  were  slightly  mol- 
lified. 

"  AVliere  did  you  go  to  school?"  1  asked, 
.4ill  feeling  that  strange  curiosity. 

"  Carlisle.     But  do  you  waiit  fresh  meat?  " 

He  had  repulsed  our  overtur(>s  again,  and 
was  all  Sioux,  ugly  and  aloof;  so  we  bought 
from  him  what  meat  we  could  use,  and  saw  liim 
start  U])  the  creek  on  his  journey  without  re- 
gret. V\'e  talked  of  him  after  he  had  gone,  and 
I  think  in  a  measure  I  symjiathized  with  him, 
the  descendant  of  a  race  of  warrior.^  and  hunt- 
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ors,  who  lia(1  refused  to  live  anywhere  except  iu 
the  coudition  of  his  heredity. 

"  It  was  easy  to  tell  he'd  been  somewhere 
with  white  meu,"  Dan  commented.  "  Did  you 
notice  his  tooth.'  " 

"  Xo,"   I  said,   interested. 
"  Why,  one  of  liis  front  teeth  had  been  broken 
off,  and  tixed  with  silver.    Shows  he  knew  what 
dentists    were    for,    but    thought    silver   good 
enough  for  a  Sioux!  " 

I  did  remember  something  about  liis  crooked 
li])s  when  he  spoke,  but  had  not  been  as  observ- 
ing as  my  jiartner. 

Kentucky  and  T  talked  of  the  Sioux  when  we 
visited  the  camp  and  Bessie  Wilton,  together, 
on  the  following  night.  She  scoffed  at  any 
sentiment. 

"  1  saw  him,"  she  said.  "  He  came  into  the 
post  to  buy  home  stuff.  I  don't  see  him  as  you 
do.  lie  is  treaeherous,  and  a  savage  still,  more 
savage  than  any  Alaskan  native,  in  s))ite  of 
his  Carlisle  education.  There  is  cruelty  in  him, 
and  it  i)eer.,  from  his  eyes.  Ugh!  ife  makes 
me  shiver!  lie  stands  so  immovabl"!  He 
stares  at  one  so  steadily,  and  with  a  sort  of 
contempt.     And  that  isn't  all!" 

She  threw  her  hands  upward,  and  shook  her 
head. 
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''  Didn't  try  to  l)itt'  you,  did  her  ' 
drawled,  in  a  tcasjui,^  voice. 

►She  ignored  him,  and  si)oke  to  me. 

"  IIo  wanted  the  l)est  strin-  of  beads  in  the 
])ost.  It  was  paif  of  a  rosary,  and  there  was  a 
cross  on  it.  Jle  l.on-lit  it,  and  then,  what  do 
you  think  he  did.'  Wrenclied  the  cross  loose, 
and  ground  it  under  his  heel!  And  he  sneered 
at  me  when  1  expostulated." 

"  Sneei'.'d.'  Sne,>red  at  you.'  Whv,  the  first 
lime  1  meet  him  I  'II  twist  his  dirty  neck!  "  Ken- 
tucky hurst  '  *h  in  indin-naut/l)ovish  wrath. 
"  The  scrub;  .couudrel!  To  show  his  blas- 
I'hemous  impertinence  before  a  white  girl.  I'll 
teach  him!  " 

1  cannot  but  admit  that  T  shared  his  anger, 
although  I  said  nothing,  when  I  thought  oflhe 
Sioux's  insolence.  Yet  1  knew  that  perhai.s 
there  had  been  no  intention  to  affront  one  whom 
he  saw  as  a  mere  person  behind  a  counter  iu 
a  frontier  ))ost. 

''  The  natives  call  him  the  Hatchet,"  she 
went  on,  without  noticing  Kentucky's  outl)urst. 
"  I  believe  they  are  all  a  litth^  afraid  of  him; 
but  he  is  smart.  They  say  he  can  s]K'ak  their 
language.  Oh,  ])nt  say!  Have  you  heard  of 
the  camp  court shi}).'  Saie  Barstow  lias  infatu- 
ated youf  friend  Marie," 
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^She  looked  at   Kentucky  mischievously. 

"  TIk'v  are  to  Ix"  married.  They  sav  lie  is 
loadino-  her  with  presents,  and  he 'has 'houo-ht 
that  cabin  that  Sinri;is  and  nuckin-hani  hu"ilt 
the  one  hack  toward  th<.  ,-ulch,  and  has  four  or 
five  n.en  niakin-  it  suitabh-  for  tjic  resi.jcnce 
oi  the  charniin-  Alaric.  This  camj.  is  not  with- 
out society,  you  know." 

Slio  ended  with  a  drawlin-  lau-h,  and  Ken- 
tuck  took  advantaov  of  th-  ],ause  to  sav  that  he 
wished  he  could  have  ^^ot  the  Job  of  <-arpeu- 
tering  for  the  cabin.  We  did  not  lauo.h  at 
tliat,  loi  r  think  we  j)oth  surmised  that  Ken- 
tuck's  financial  outlook  was  worrying  him  more 
tfian  he  cared  to  mention. 

"And  the  weddin-"  IJossio  went  on  hur- 
riodly,  as  ,1  to  ai-ousc  .Kentuckv  from  his  brood- 
";-'  ''"*^  '■'»'''>■  I'i'"  to  h(.tter  spirits.  "  tak,>s 
place  day  after  to-m<.,row-that  is.  the  ni-ht 
at ter^  to-morrow  ni<^ht.     Had  you  heard  that 

The  Kentuckian  came  g-allantlv  to  a  re- 
covery. 

^    ''No,  we  hadn't  heard  that,"  he  asserted. 

Now  what  otlu"r  news  is  there  hereabouts, 
iMiss  Ualkm'  Newspaper?  " 

Siie  laughed,  seeing  (hat  he  was  in  a  better 
mood,  and  for  an  hour  subtly  encouraged  him, 
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[()\i\  of  catnii  ruiiKH's,  and  ol"  native  gossip,  until 
\\(.'  Went  away. 

A'hl  we,  with  cvci'yone  else  on  tlio  guleli, 
.'ittfiidcd  til*'  wedding  ot'  Sam  Barstow  and 
Marie  Devinne.  The  Horn  Sj)Oon  was  its  set- 
tin.i;'.  Tlie  pai'aphernalia  of  chance  liad  been 
removed,  and  the  floor  ch-anecl  and  waxed  to 
a  ii'listenini--  white,  and  no  man  mii;ld  buv  anv- 
thing  at  the  bar.  A  I'nited  States  conmiis- 
sioner,  from  Taninaw,  [peiformed  tiio  cere- 
mony and  it  was  s<imewhat  oi'atorieal,  inas- 
mucli  as  tiie  genth'niau  was  from  Texas,  and 
lovetl  th)wei's  of  speech.  Th<'re  was  a  good  ileal 
of  the  "  grand  ohl  flag  "  l)usiness,  and  a  lot 
of  talk  about  the  hardy  pioneer,  and  the  wealth 
of  the  nation  being  in  its  offspi-ing.  and  Sam 
IJai'stow  caught  his  bride  in  liis  big  arms,  held 
hei"  up,  and  kissed  lier,  thr(>w  a  bag  of  dust  in 
the  oonnnissioner's  hands,  and  invited  every- 
body to  "  hav(    soniethin'," 

It  was  wliile  standing  in  front  of  the  ))ine  bar 
that  he  made  his  wedding  present.  Tie  winked 
at  the  bartender,  and  called  in  a  loud  voice: 
"  Give  me  that  package  for  Mrs.  Barstow,  will 
youf  " 

The  bartender  handed  him  a  bundle,  and 
from  it  Sam  took  out  something  that  made  us 
stare — that  is.  it  made  Cavanaugli  and  me  in- 
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ton-hango  «4l:in{'('s.  It  was  a  jiair  i.f  iiioccasliis, 
ab>ur(l  and  heavy.  They  w.tc  litci'ally  covcicd 
with  u(,l,|,  ;|,,,1  ii  r,.(|iiiiv,l  jio  sccdiid  -I'liicc  to 
sec  that  the  ,-,,ld  was  icd!  ||,.  i,;„l  taken  fh<' 
,uol<l  he  had  -athcivd  fioiii  thai  Xi)i-tIi,.Mi  trip, 
and  st'h'ctcd  and  haimiicr<-d  luiyncts  eiioiii^'h  to 
I'rcscnt  his  bri(h'  with  a  pair  (jt'  gold  iiiooca- 
sins. 

I^i'Tccd.  and  hdd  thirkly  over  the  buckskin, 
they  Were  ciiinhcrsonie.  and  sliowy.  aii<l  red, 
He  insisted  on  imttiim-  them  on  her  i'ect.  and 
she  shambled  less  li-htly  in  the  dance  as  she 
cnrried  their  wei-lit.  lint  one  I'ound  of  the 
room  she  made  when  the  wretclied  attempt  at 
:ni  oi'chestra  Ix'iian.  and  then,  pantinu'.  she  ex^ 
••linnii-e.l  them  foi-  hei-  others,  an.l  reiin.iuished 
them  to  the  care  of  the  barten(h'r. 

A  native  fr(»m  across  the  rivei-.  wlio  had 
timidly  entered  the  (hx.r,  looked  at  them  with 
wide  eyes,  and  abruptly  tni-ned  and  vanished 
into  the  ni.oht.  A  prospector  from  the  IIoo- 
talin()ua  peered  at  them,  stalled  to  test  tlieir 
weight  in  Ids  hand,  and  then  divw  back.  The 
music  went  on,  and  above  it  all  ro>e  the  boister- 
ous shoiit>  of  Sam  IJarstow.  ur-in<;'  liis  i-uests 
to  "  Hit   her  lip!     Step  lively!  " 

"  Them's    SOUK'    moccasins,"    tlie    bartender 
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i'i'iu;irk('(l,  as  lie  threw  tli<':u  hack  on  the  l);ii-. 
'*  'I'lu'V  wciuli  ail  even  fort}-  ounces,  arid  that, 
siiells  alioiit  .-even  huinlretl  an.l  til'l\-  ih>nars,  tlie 
WAV  nohl's  iiiiniin'  now.  Some  uoldeii  shoes, 
ell  . 

The  men  staiidinn'  in  front  o!"  l:is  hai-  as- 
sni-ed  him  vocil'ei-ously  that  \\<<'y  wefe.  Only 
Ca\anan,nh  and  1.  standin.u"  there  at  the  end, 
and  not  partieiiJUtiug,  I'aih'd  to  wonder  when^'c 
came  the  uold. 

"  Come  on.  Let's  .ujo  liome."  a  voi<'i'  sounded 
behind  me.  and  1  turned  to  see  my  partner,  who 
was  apparently  satisfie<|  witli  the  niiz:ht's  enter- 
tainment, and,  with  a  "urt  uood  iiii;ht  to  the 
trader,  1  went. 

I  did  not  see  the  mocca>ins  of  ,u<)ld  auain  for 
some  time.  At  h'a>t  a  month  went  hy,  iu  which 
my  partner  and  I  contimied  to  work,  with  al- 
ways aiinrinii-  and  nexcr  satisfyini;'  prospects. 
And  in  that  time  the  news  of  the  camp 
down  on  the  I'ivei-,  with  its  small  iiappenini>s, 
drifted  ujAvard  to  our  iin'ch  .ith  more  or  less 
veracious  details.  Now  it  wa>  that  the  Hatcliet 
had  l)een  away  on  another  huntin,--  trip,  and 
I'eturned  without  meat  the  .u-'mie  havin;;-  run 
toward  the  east;  now  that  s<inieone  h;'.d  struck 
l.ay  on  lloosier  Cnck;  and  a.i;-ain  that  Sam 
Piarstow   had  .irone  donm  to  the   mouth   of  the 
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'r.'iniiinw  *\vo  (l;iys'  li;iril  t  r.i\  <•!  -  lo  liuy  some 
»'\ti;i  fiirni-liiii.i^s  ;ni(|  .-iipplirs  I'ivhii  ;i  slcjiiiicr 
thai   had   laiil  ii|>  there  foi'  the  wiiitei". 

It  was  In  the  e.ii'ly  days  dl"  T'ehruai')'  when 
the  iii()>t  excitiiiu'  news  hfoke,  and.  as  t'al<'  wouhl 
so  liave  it,  it  was  on  another  iiii^dit  when  1  was 
in  the  eanip.  l-'or  thi'ee  days  no  one  had  seen 
Marie  IJarstow,  and  -  roiiieidenially,  the  canip 
belie\('(|  no  one  had  seen  Spider  Ri,t;Lrs.  In 
that,  time  Sam  l5arstow  had  wandered  baek- 
ward  ami  t'oiward  in  the  Ifoi'ii  Spoon,  olowcr- 
ing'  at  anyone  who  spoke  to  him,  and  souiotimt>s 
miittevinu'  to  himself. 

It  was  the  talk  of  the  cixmyt  on  tlie  ni,<i:lit 
when  I  went  down  alone.  I  was  in  no  mood 
foi"  the  divided  companionship  of  I'essie,  and 
Kentuck  was  there  in  her  cabin,  i^ay  and  musi 
cal  as  ever.  After  a  short  visit.  I  oxousod  my- 
self on  the  Lii-ound  (,f  my  jiai'tner's  anxie'y  to 
I'etnrn  (piickly.  and  went  dowji  the  hill  with  ;i 
cei'tain  bitterness  in  my  heart.  It  was  not  late 
in  the  evenini;-.  but  the  m'j;ht  was  <ijloomy  and 
1."  Thte(l  by  the  stars  alone. 

1  looked  in  at  the  Horn  Si)oon  and  the  [lono- 
lulu.  In  noithei  ])laco  did  I  se<'  Sam  ]^)arstow. 
I  tiP'ned  for  the  Ion"-,  lonely  walk  over  the 
trail  leading-  to  the  mines,  for  I  ha<l  misled — • 
plainly  lied  to— Bessie  Wiltou  and  Kentucky, 
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wlirii  I  liitiiiiatt'il  that  i  Iki'I  hcrti  accoinpaiiicil 
by   my    |iartiii'r. 

I  >t(i|)|M'(l  I'nr  all  iii-t  ;ii1  wIk'I'c  tlic  ti'ail  cii- 
tort'd  till'  lew  lyiii:;'  aii<l  sci'ai;'-;ly  piiH'-  and  lirs 
sliuttiiiii'  n|T  llic  \if\v  (if  the  caiiiii.  I"'riiiii  that 
sitt'  it  \va>  hhu'k.  a  ^^athcrinir  of  hiw  Imilt  Ini,' 
cabins,  with  wiiidnws  t'n)iitin,i;  the  \vhit<'  r\- 
])an--('  of  the  v'wi  y  oiil>".  I  was  ahiiosi  beyond 
the  sound  of  it^  niuht  N'oiie.  Xcafcst  to  iiic 
was  the  pi'ctciitioiis  stnictun'  which  Sam  liar- 
stow  caih'd  home. 

I  stood  iim^imi'  o\'cr  the  disappcai'aiicc  of 
Mafic,  and  wondci'inii'  if  she  wei-e  there,  when 
suddenly,  as  if  fi'om  all  >i<h'^  of  it.  belclicil 
sound  and  (lame.  'I'lie  spot  was  a  lurid  mass  of 
li<;ht.  I  surmised  that  it  had  been  l)lown  up, 
and  rati  toward  ii.  Men  wei'c  iMuininu'  from 
other  directions,  also,  and  tlic  ni,i;ii1  had  l)econiG 
a  panch'inonium. 

W'c  b<'^an  liui'ryiiii,''  toward  tlic  cabin,  to  savo 
its  contents,  when  a  xoice  bel!  *wed  counnand- 
inj?ly,  from  the  outer  darkness.  rcinhMwd  more 
dense  by  tlie  llaines:  "  Let  it  alone!  It's  mine. 
1  want  it  to  burn  '  "' 

A\'e  who  were  aci'e,  and  others  I'unninii:  to- 
ward us,  turned  in  the  direetion  of  {hf  voice, 
arrested  by  its  sava^'o  order.  Into  the  cd,L!:o  of 
the  liiiflit  stalked  Sam  Bai'stow.  and  in  Iii^  hand 
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w.'is  i\  iriiii.  Tilt'  liuflit  |iliiy<'(l  dully  on  its  lijue 
li;in-<'l  ami  hi.^  knuckles,  i'or  he  grijUKMl  it 
ti,-;litly. 

'•  I  l)l<'\v  it  up!  "  Ik-  -aid.  so  loudly  that  his 
voice  could  he  heard  ahovc  the  rrackiiui;'  of  the 
flnnios  that  wci'i'  ,i;aiiiin,i^'  headway,  and  tlu- 
sound  of  uioccasiiis  crunehiii^-  over  the  frozen 
>no\v  as  other  nien  ai'i'ived.  pantiiii;-.  and  foianed 
a  eii-ele  around  him.  "  It  was  mine.  I'm 
through  with   it." 

lie  stood  and  cui-M'd  foi-  a  moment,  and  T 
stared  closer  at  him.  wondering  if  he  had  h.'cn 
drinking  to  excess;  hut  the  light  that  was  in 
liis  smouldering  eyes  was  not  that  of  druidven- 
ness. 

"  I  l)uilt  that  cal»iii  for  her,"  he  said,  still 
speaking  in  loud  vigor.  "  Vou  know  who  I 
mean.  I  did  otiiei-  things  for  her,  and  after 
that  I  wasn't  an  honest  man.  I  went  after  it. 
and  got  it- the  i-ed  gold.  I  oven  -ave  that  to 
li(M-.  Vou  saw  the  moccasins:  And  what  did 
I  get  in  the  eiK] !  WhcTi  F  came  !)ack  from  Tani 
naw,  F  trailed  till  late  in  the  miu'iiing  to  he  with 
her.  She  was  there,  all  right !  An<l  tliat  sneak- 
ing-faeed  Spider  Kiggs  was  with  lu>r!  With 
my  wife!  Do  you  know  what  1  did  with 
them.'  " 

He    shook    In's    hands    in    the    air,    on(>    fist 
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(•Ifii'lifil,  aiiil   flic  oilier  vtiM   Iidldlnir  tlic  l'uii. 

''  I  (lii)\c  'cm  licl'otc  inc  (111  the  Ifail  Inr  a 
lull  twcnI.N  r.'iir  liniir>,  witlidiit  l)lankct>  or  fciit 
to  shelter  'cm,  and  i,Maih  eiioii;,di  loi'  only  a  day's 
rations.  'I'hcn  I  told  'em  if  they  ever  came 
Itaclx',  or  I  ever  >a\v  'cm  a.^-ain,  I'd  kill  'em  like 
the  .liidascs  they  weie.  Arid  Ihcy'i-e  ^oiic!  I 
knew  they  wouldn't  come  hack.  1  knew  they'd 
<lie  toLTcthcr  out  there  ill  the  cold,  and  that  it 
Itcat  killin'  'ell'  ■' c!i  ;iiid  theic.  She  could  i^o 
out  with  tho-e  ceiv-cd  moccasin'-;  in  her  hands. 
Thoy  w<'i'e  all  1  t^ave  her.  And  I'm  throm^h 
witli  it  all.     (let  out  of  my  way!  " 

Ho  liad  swuiiLT  with  his  last  woi'ds  on  th<^ 
men  nearest  him.  and  tlicy  opened  out  to  ^ive 
liim  passage,  lie  walkeil  with  steady  steps  to- 
ward Vi  :  river  bank,  and  plurmcd  down  it,  and 
out  upon  the  white  expanse.  Ih"  did  not  pause 
or  look  back,  and  we  thought  lie  was  beading 
for  tb«'  native  village  on  tlio  ojijiosite  bank.  His 
steps  led  him  toward  the  one  dark  s])()t  on  tho 
river's  face,  wdiero  the  cainji  water  holo  was 
kept  ojion  tbronglumt  tbe  winter  season. 
Against  tbe  snow  and  under  tlie  briglitening 
stars,  b(^  was  ])lain]y  visible  as  he  baited  by  it, 
and  then  his  voice  came  to  us  across  tbe  still- 
ness : 

"  Good-l)v!     I'll  save  vou  a  buriab" 


r,  A  If  STOWS  EX  I) 


109 


Ills  ;inii  scciiini  w.'iviiiy-  tnw.ti.l  us,  ;in(l  tlicli 
tlirrc  UMs  :\  slioii,  <|ui{'k  tljisli  of  yrllctw,  nud 
liis  li^a!i-('  ;iiii>r,ii(il  to  ctiiiniilc  t'drwai'd  nml 
l»luil^'t'   into   t  he  (lai'k   spot. 

'*  Shot  liimsclf!  "  several  ,u( '\  o^cclaimcd,  as 
wo  ran  down  the  l)aiik,  and  out  toward  \\\r 
wntor  hole,  'riin-c  wa>  Mothinu-  tlicrr  hut  the 
hhick  water  rushiuu^  fiercely  and  smoothly  to- 
ward the  iee  hound  Kain|iarts.  The  thin  coatintj 
ol'  iee  that  had  I'oi'iiu-fl  since  the  hist  hucket  had 
l)een  dip|»e<|  into  it  in  the  evenini,'  had  ,ui\-en 
way  heneatli  the  fallinu-  \veit>-ht,  and  IJarstow's 
last  words  had  proxcd  tiaie.  Ih"  luid  saved  us 
the  trouhh'  of  hurviu<'-  liiui. 
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Thk  wator  van  so  black  and  cold!  Tt  was 
growsorac  to  rcmombor  that  hut  a  iiiinnto  before 
a  man,  a  stronu-  man,  in  the  Ihi^h  of  litV,  had 
stood  there,  and  then  deliberately  chosen  it  as 
}iis  rc^stin.ii'  ])lace!  The  stars  shone  as  they 
had  in  that  minute  before,  and  the  river's  sur- 
face rt'as  as  white,  and  off  on  the  ])ank  the 
li,<j:lits  of  the  cabins  f^lowed,  and  the  fii-e  oi  the 
cabin  tliat  he  lia<l  fitted  fer  his  liride  bui'ned 
higher  and  hiiiiier,  as  if  it  wa-  a  fun<'ral  pyre. 

"  He's  gone,  all  right!  "  someone  said,  and 
we  turned  l)ack  towai'd  t!ie  cam]). 

I  ti'am)ii'd  liomeward  after  the  moon  had 
coHK^  ni">,  t'''nking  of  +he  whole  sor(hd  ti'agcMly. 
Tt  did  seem  as  if  coinci(h'iice.  or  something  els(\ 
I, ,1(1  be(>n  at  work.  T  could  not  sha.re  the  sujx'r- 
stition  of  tlie  r(Ml  gold.  It  was  beyond  icason 
that  it  sliould  iiave  played  any  malevolent  jiart 
in  this  melodrama  of  the  wilderness.  And  yet 
there  it  was! 

Everyone,  so  far  as  I  knew.  v;ho  had  ever  had 

no 
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anytliin.ii-  to  do  with  it  had  ]»aid  a  i)rieo.  Bill 
Wilton  his  I'casoii,  Pitkoic  liis  lii'c.  Sam  Bar- 
stow,  first  liis  honesty  and  tlicii  iiis  life;  and 
the  lui'c  of  it  had  led  Marie  Dcvinnc,  the  silly 
little  danee-liall  u'irl,  to  marry  him.  I'erhajjs 
tile  moccasins  had  led  S])ider  Kigg^  to  her  >i<h', 
and  her  undoini--.  And  Sam  Jiarstow  had  driven 
them  out  to  a  lingvring  death,  with  the  moc- 
casins in  their  hands,  then  bvooiled  over  it, 
and  been  his  own  executioner. 

I  lauuhed  at  myself  scornfully,  for  fancying 
that  ilie  gold  was  the  cause  of  it  all  as  I  went 
wearily  up  the  ti'ail,  to  ])e  met  ]\v  the  (h)gs,  to 
stumble  into  our  cabin,  and  awaken  Dan  to  tell 
liim  of  the  ti-agedy.  1  was  ashiuned  of  myself 
when  r  put  th(>  (|uestion  to  him.  as  lie  sat  there 
in  his  ])nnk  Muoking  and  listening: 

"  Do  you  suppos(>  there  is  anything  in  that 
story  of  the  gold  being  cursed.'  " 

"  Cursed,  liiithing!  "  he  rumbled.  ''  I  only 
wi-^h  I  had  some  of  it,  and  knew  where  it  was. 
I'd  take  Hw  curse  off  it.  That's  a  scjuaw's 
yarn,  and  nothin'  more." 

i  pulled  off  my  damp  moccasins,  and  opened 
the  ventilator  in  the  roof.  I  was  sick  of  the 
whole  sordid  sorrov.-,  and  of  the  camp  itself.  I 
Tas  also  jealous  and  discouraged,  l)ecause  Ken- 
tucky Smith,  buoyant  and  lovable,  ai)peared  to 
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li;i\('  liic  lead  ill  tlio  ixood  n'racc^  <»!'  llic  only 
Aiirl  I  had  cvci-  loved.  ^',-s.  I  adniillcd  it!  She 
was  all  llicrc  was  in  lit'c  to  nic.  and  1  Iniimcrcil 
for  her,  and  wanted  h.r  more  tliaii  I  wanted 
anythin<i^,  even  life  it  -;elt'. 

My  last  words,  as  I  crawled  into  my  Led,  and 
pulled  the  fnr  robe  np  around  my  ears,  were: 
"  1  slum't  ^a)  to  lliat  eaiMj)  au'aiii  for  a 
week." 

I  fancied  that  1  heard  a  soft  cluickle  from 
th(-  hunk  al)o\-e  mine. 

"  Well.  I  mean  it!  "  I  asserted  ;iTi-i'ily.  r,ut 
I  was  uiistakeii  in  my  foi'ecast.  althou^ii  not  iu 
my  resolution. 

It  was  tlie  very  next  afternoon  that  I  heard  a 
cheerful  voice  fi'om  tlu-  trail  that  wound  past 
our  evcr-.urowin^^  and  ever-poor  dump,  it  was 
that  of  iventucky. 

"Hey,  Tom,"  ho  shouted,  "the  inail's  in. 
"Windy  dim  ltrou<2:ht  it  down  from  Dawson. 
Come,  v;o  down  with  me  ?  " 

in  that  .niorious  excitement  1  foru'ot  tliat  [ 
ha.d  said  i  should  not  retui'ii  to  Xeucloviat  for 
a  whole  seven  days.  The  arrival  of  the  first 
mail  in  six  ?nojuhs  was  too  much  of  a  tempta- 
tion, it  nu'ant  letters  fi'om  home,  news  from 
tlio  vast  outside  world  fi'om  wiiidi  we  were 
shut  off  ]ty   thousands  of  miles  of  forest  and 
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mountain,  cf  ice-clad  rivers  aiitl  snow-bound 
plains. 

hail  came  up  tin  windlass  rope-  hand  over 
hand,  and  -li..uted:  '■  What 's  that .'  Did  I  hear 
the  word  •  Mail  " .'  " 

"  \  on  did,"  was  Kentucky's  answer. 
"  S(jnie  of  the  hoys  told  nie  it  came  in  this 
niornin.i;'. " 

"  Then  h<'re  i^oes,"  Dan  jubilated.  "  l'[)  to 
tlje  cabin  for  ours,  to  get  on  some  dry  mocca- 
sins and  a  fre>h  ]»arka.  Come  (jn  up,  Keutuck, 
and  we'll  all  .yo  down  to;;'ether. " 

Before  he  had  tiuished  speaking,  ho  was  run- 
ning up  thi'  path  leading  to  the  cabin  on  th«' 
shoulder  of  the  hill,  ami  we  followed  after.  Xo 
one  can  appreciate  the  eagn-ness  with  which 
mail  is  greett'd  unless  he  luib  lived  as  we  lived 
in  those  far-off  days.  The  earth  now  has  but 
few  places  where  one  couid  find  such  isolation, 
Xo  one  who  has  not  so  lived  can  understand 
that  Presidential  cami)aigns  might  be  fought 
and  new  Presidents  elected,  installed,  and  in 
power,  without  the  citizens  kiu)wing  the  exist- 
ence of  that  p(n'sonality ;  that  kings  or  (pieens 
might  die  and  tluMr  successors  sijj)  in  to  be- 
come i)ublic  among  the  world's  figureheads, 
%vith(nit  intelligent  men  l)eing  aware  of  their 
elevation;     that     eartlKpiakes     might     destroy 
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cities,  ami  wai's  he  waurd  and  roiiLilit  to  the 
Itittci-  end  witlioiit  patriots  luarinii,',  cvcii  vieari- 
uu>ly.   til''   tliiiiidtT   I'l'  the   ^uns. 

So  we  iiiiriifd  away  o\cr  the  ti'ail,  whose 
shadows  Were  rapidly  deepeiiiim  into  the  ai'ter- 
uoou  darkness  of  that  time  of  the  year,  and 
euterod  the  eamp.  We  passed  the  still  >iiiohK'r- 
in.ET  ruins  of  what  had  been  Sam  l5ar>tow's 
honie.  with  no  more  than  a  swil't,  iz'rieNcd 
thought,  and  hurried  onward  to  the  tradiu^^ 
])Ost.  t'orux'tl'ul  of  the  man  who  wouhl  n(  h)ni;er 
hjol\  i'o]'  the  mails.  A  ei-owd  was  there.  It 
seemed  as  if  excry  m;in  in  the  hills  had  iieard 
the  news  as  it  passeil  from  mouth  to  niouth, 
and  liad  gathered  into  the  smok>-  sha»h)\vs  of  tiie 
]iost. 

*■  More  (hist  for  you.  dim,"  shoute(l  someone, 
as  we  opene<l  the  door,  and  the  little  man  of 
the  trails  looked  up  at  us  o\-er  his  frostd)listei'ed 
olu>eks,  and  .lirinned. 

"  About  seven  dollars'  worth  fi'oni  you,  ^^is- 
ler  K'entucky  Smith,"  he  said  shufflim;'  over 
the  letters  from  the  liox  in  front  of  him.  "  A 
dollar  apiece  is  what  1  have  to  tax  you  for  'em. 
It's  a  miiility  long-  trail,  and  the  w<'ather's  none 
too  summerish." 

Kentueky  looked  troubh-d.  and  1  saw  tluit  he 
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was  cinbarrnsscii.  I  --ui'niixnl  that  he  had  not 
that  iiiiK'h  iiioiicy  left  in  the  world. 

"  (lixc  nic  haii'^  and  iiiiiic,  with  Ids,"  I  said. 
shoviii,y' inyscir  I'oi-wai'd,  "  and  tell  us  how  nnicli 
they  all  conic  to,  and  I'll  trip  you  my  i)okc. 
It  saves  so  iijiicji  weighing," 

dim  yelled  a  wclcomt  to  me,  shook  my  hand, 
and  as  he  began  to  gather  the  other  letters 
together,  said:  ''  Good!  That  goes.  Four  for 
you,  I  think." 

Kontuck  smiled  his  gratitude  at  me,  and  T 
was  glad  that  1  had  saved  him  the  humiliation, 
for  my  experience  has  taught  me  that  Keii- 
tuclvians,  oven  the  most  humble,  have  a  rare 
sensitixeness,  the  sensitiveness  of  genlh'- 
nien. 

A\'e  took  our  h'tti'rs  into  tlie  far  corners  to 
read  them.  Some  of  them  were  too  sju-red  to 
be  rc^ad  in  the  midst  of  other  men.  Some  of 
those  in  the  room  wati'he<l  us  curiously,  for 
the  day  had  witnessed  emotions.  It  had  seen 
men  break  down  and  cry,  men  who  would  not 
luive  cried  if  condemned  to  (h'ath  within  the 
coming  hour.  It  had  seen  otlier  men  almost 
hysterical  with  happiness,  and  others  who  hur- 
J'ied  away  to  dieir  (»wn  cal)ins  to  ponih'i-  over 
the  outcome  of  affairs  left  behiuth  It  had  seen 
men  saved  from   financial  w  I'eck  bv  tlie  exten- 
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sioii  of  ;t  Iriciidly  draft;  ami  si)  many  watclu'd 
aiKitlici'. 

I  had  a  Icltcr  fiom  my  mulluT,  closlii!.''  with 
its  "  (lod  hies-  you.  m>  Itov,"  and  oiio  fi'<im  a 
brother  who  hc-oiinht  iiic  lo  aliainhiii  the  .pir<t, 
and  come  hack  to  th<'  soft  life  <if  tho  licalcu 
trucks. 

"  Cleaned  out  I  "  I  hcaid  my  ])artiu'r's  Noico 
hohiud  me.  "  llu-lcd  lik<'  an  ('H.i;'.  (iot  iiothin' 
left  «'xcc]ii  what's  herd  All  Wf  «\('r  sa\-ed 
and  sent  out  has  been  wi|)(M|  up  hy  the  ()('<'an 
Bank,  of  San  I'laneisco,  where  1  salted  it 
away." 

My  own  happiness  at  the  news  that  in  my 
])ers(jnal  al'faii-.-  all  was  well  was  blun'"(l  by  his 
woi'iU,  for  lie  was  my  partner,  and  .u(><mI.  and 
loyal,  and  true.  I  turned  to  sym])athize  with 
liim.  1  had  ne\er  heard  him  >prak  of  his  other 
life,  left  Ix'hind.  (».it  ill  the  States,  even  in  his 
must  eontidential  moods;  Imt  i  saw  tlmt  he  was 
liard  hit  for  some  reason  1  eould  not  fully  un- 
derstand. 

"  Cheer  up,  old  man."  I  said,  layini;'  a  hand 
on  his  shoulder.  "  We'll  make  mure,  some 
time.'' 

Jle  looked  at  me  for  a  lonir  time,  and  his 
eyes  were  tiioso  of  a  sufferer. 

"  You  see,  vuu  don't  undi-rstand  it  all."  he 
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said.  "  It  aiirt  cxactlN'  mv  aloiic  I '\(' ^'ot  two 
sisters.  1  never  iia»l  a  chaiu'e,  ami  I  wanted 
them  to  v;v\  tjie  ln'-t  there  wa-;.  They're  in  a 
sort  ot"  yoiui.:^  hnlies'  school  hack  Hast,  and — ■ 
well,  I've  paid  tlicii'  CApensf's,  and  now  they'll 
liavc  to  try  to  m('  '•»  work.  Von  know  what  that 
means  I'or  uirU  who  don't  know  how 

I  nodded  my  head,  and  felt  Ikjw  .^'h  it 
meant    to   him. 

••  And  that  ain't  all,"  he  adde(l,  speakin^i,^  in 
a  lower  tone.  '"  1  had  one  brother  oidy,  and 
he  was  white,  clean  thronuh.  And  he  heltied 
me.  always,  when  I  was  l)uste(l,  so  Ion,*;'  as  he 
]i\ed.  It  wasn't  so  much,  \du  understand,  but 
when  he  died,  and  left  no  money,  because  he'd 
always  helped  me  along,  1  swori'  I'd  keej)  liis 
wife  and  three  kids  from  ever  starvin'.  And 
I've  done  it.  up  to  now;  but  here  we  are  on  a 
claim  that  ain't  made  an  ounce  of  dust,  and 
tile  bank's  yone  uuiler!  The  Ocean  Bank,  that 
everybody  said  was  all  right,  and  wliieh  was 
supjiosed  to  send  money  out  of  my  eleven  thou- 
sand every  month  to — well — to  care  for  them 
other  things!  '' 

The  magnitude  of  his  loss  overshadowed  me, 
and  I  felt  the  far-reaching  effects  of  that  dis- 
tant failure  which  might  change  the  current  of 
so  many  lives.     My  admiration  for  this  silent, 
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scif-sacririciiiij:  mnn  lilazcd  IVrvidly.  as  \ 
tli()u;;iit  of  all  that  lie  iiad  •mhiic,  hut  nc\.'r  uicii- 
tioufd,  in  tilt'  two  ycai's  of  our  couipaniousliip. 
Jt  seemed  t(.  me,  slandiui;'  there  l)y  his  side 
in  tlie  dimness  of  the  tradiii<r  post,  that  all  the 
world,  that  world  outside,  deiiended  on  m<»ney 
—on  the  gold  that  we  dug  i'rom  the  eai'th.  His 
very  helplessness,  his  inability  to  even  send 
tliem  a  word  of  eneoni'ageiiient,  the  months  of 
anxiety  he  nuist  eiidni-e  until  he  eould  know 
how  they  had  fared,  and  what  had  become  of 
tliem,  were  appalling.  He  loomed  large  and 
noble  in  my  estinuition  as  he  stood  tliere  in  the 
corner,  pertnrl)ed  and  gripi)ing  liimself,  and  1 
would  have  sacrificed  much  to  have  relieved 
liim. 

"  Nothing  but  good  news,  T  hoi)e?  " 

Cavanaugli's  voice  claimed  our  attention. 

"  Oh,  so-so!  " 

Dan  was  still  trying  to  bear  a  brave  fn^nt 
and  conceal  his  wounds. 

"Yes,"  r  said,  answering  for  myself,  ''I 
have  no  complaint." 

The  genial  trader  passed  on,  and  T  saw  that 
he  stepi)ed  wide  to  pass  the  saturnine  Sioux; 
for  the  Hatchet  was  there,  sneering  at  the  emo- 
tions of  the  white  men  around  liim.  His  eyes 
mat  mine,  and  he  conveyed  to  me  a  flash  of  dis- 
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liko.  We  had  met  imt  (Uicc,  ainl  then  had  cu- 
gau'cd  ill  iicithiT  (lis|iut<'  noi-  conllicl  ;  hut  I  saw 
that  in  his  hiok  wliich  \va>  inalicious.  Some 
^riiii  ii1(mMi'II('c  told  iiic  that  we  were  not 
thioiii^h  with  each  othrr,  and  that  his  fate  liiH' 
ran  witli  niitu'. 

A  ,i;roup  of  nion  near  ns  woro  disciissinfi^  Sara 
l>ar-to\v's  (h-ath,  aud  in  tiic  othci-  cud  of  the 
room  a  man  was  rcadinjij  a  nowspapci-,  months 
ohl,  ah)ud.  I'or  the  hcnefit  of  \n>  hcai'crs.  Windy 
dim  was  still  scrvinijf  out  liis  h'ttci's,  and  \v(-ii?h- 
ing-  the  ^old  dust  from  the  buckskin  ha.us  thi-owu 
across  to  liis  hands. 

Someone  opened  the  door,  and  through  it  T 
saw  that  the  (hiy  had  ^iven  i)lace  to  llie  bhick- 
riess  of  ni^^ht,  so  ((uickly  had  time  slipped  ])y. 
A  nuui  came  up  and  hesA'an  to  talk  in  low  tones 
to  my  jtartner,  as  if  intl■u.-^tin.t;■  him  with  a  con- 
fidence, and  I  felt  that  I  was  an  intruder, 

''  Pardon  me."  I  inteniipted.  And  then,  to 
Dan:  "  I'll  tind  you  when  I  am  ready  to  go 
home.  I'm  M"oin<::  uj)  on  th:'  liill  for  a  few 
minutes." 

He  nodded  at  me,  and  said  I  sliouhl  find  liim 
there,  and  ayain  turned  a  sympathetic  ear  to- 
wai"d  the  other  man,  his  own  woj'ries  sup- 
pressed under  the  nuisk  of  liis  face.  I  threaded 
my  way  towai'd  the  door,  and  ])ulled  my  i)arka 
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li(»o(l  lip  ()\('r  iii\'  cars,  and  m\  mitti'iis  nn  iiiv 
lian(l>,  and  inTparcd  to  Tare  lliat  (Hitci-.  dcalli- 
likc  cliill;  liiit  my  licnrt  was  wanii  as  I  tliniiulit 
oT  licssic  \\  iltdii  ii|>  tlicii'  ill  tlic  cahlii  (Ui  fli(> 
liill,  the  uirl  wiioiii  i  |(i\cd.  ;i!id  wlio  I  liad  rca- 
.s(Mi  to  hclicvc  ri'tunird  ni\'  a  t'lVr!  iiui. 

The  --tilliic-^  of  a  world  t'ro/.cii  ln'oodcd  oxer 
the  cainii  a>  1  luriH'd  a\\a\'  from  it-  liirljiilciit 
iVont  t(j  tlir  Well  known  ii.-iih  in  the  >iiow.  tliat 
would  lake  inc  to  Iht  d(.,r.  My  licait  Icaix^l 
with  cxiiltatioii  as  cacli  step  carruMl  nic  nearer, 
and  I  dismissed  I'roni  ni\'  mind,  as  imicli  a>  I 
could,  all  other  tliin,i;s  hut  a  niemor\'  of  her 
face.  A  malemiilc  harked  at  me  as  I  walked 
in  frcjut  of  one  cahin,  and  I  calleil  to  him,  and 
]ield  out  my  liand.  Once  the  trail  was  h)st  in 
the  dimness,  and  I  stepped  off.  hip  dceji,  into 
the  yieldini;'  snow,  and  laaghed  aloud  at  my  own 
hasty  clumsiness. 

I  came  around  ])y  the  path  h-ading-  to  tlio 
real',  kiiowiiiL''  that  at  that  hour  her  father 
niig'lit  be  ash'ep  iu  the  front  room.  Tli(>  light 
shone  l)oklly  through  a  window  which  I  passed 
in  going-  toward  the  (hi(jr.  and  the  blind  was 
not  drawn.  1  glanced  in,  and  then  came  to  an 
aljiaijit  and  wiUiering  halt. 

Kentuik  was  standing  there  looking  at  ber, 
and  in  his  hand  was  a  letter.    She  was  standing 
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hci'dic  him  with  cla^pf"!  hands  iipraix"!.  aii'l  a 
look  oil  hci'  lace  -iich  as  1  ha^l  iicnit  seen  he 
lore.  The  lii^ht  was  so  clear  and  full  from  tin- 
haiijj:in,i;"  laiiii>  alio\c,  that  1  co-ihl  catch  c\cii 
the  sti'a\  ;;liiit>  in  hci-  hair,  the  soft  sparkle  of 
licf  eyes,  her  hall'  partctl  lip-.  Their  xcry  at- 
titmle  iiiaih'  nie  pau-e.  teii-e,  ami  leaiiiiiL,^  I'or 
wai'd,  on  the  worn  trail.  It  seeme.l  fraught  with 
si.irni  flea  nee,  the  entire  picture,  he  standinu: 
there  so  clean  cut,  and  handsome,  and  youthful, 
and  she,  >o  I'adiant  an<l  beautiful. 

Suddenly,  with  lips  that  expressed  a  cry  of 
luippiness,  althou,::h  the  sound  did  not  reach  me, 
she  steppi'd  across  t(.  him,  and  tlirew  her  ai'ms 
al)out  his  neck,  and  pillowed  lier  face  con- 
tentedly a<;ainst  hi-  lireast.  His  arms  enfolde<l 
Ik'I',  the  letter  fallin.ii-  ill  lluttei'inii:,  erratic  cir- 
cles to  the  tloi»r.  lie  hi'Mt  his  head  over  and 
kissed  her  on  the  wavini;-  hair,  and  his  lips 
moved  as  his  arms  went  around  her.  She  looked 
up  at  liini  and  spoke,  with  a  face  that  ])etrayed 
lier  liapjiiness. 

My  knees  were  weakeiiinii-  as  T  stood  there 
on  the  cold  snow  outside:  and  it  was  no  cohh'r 
than  my  heart,  which  liad  tni-ned  to  ice  and 
frozen  in  my  ])osoni.  i  clutched  the  clothing 
over  it  with  my  hand,  an<l  irasped.  The  stars 
above  had  shaqjcned   to  leering,   penetrating 
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Ji^^lils  dl'  niorkcry.     Tlic  \ci'y  ti-cc-^  of  tlir  l"o?'- 

<'s(    Ix'liilKl    S(>(M11('(1    Ix-InlillU'    l'<»ru;i!-(l    to    Jeer    ;i( 

my  (listiT>s.     Life  lisvli'  was  an  illusion,  hittrr 
and  (•;.  riical  ! 

I    tllllM'd   .irnl   sta'.;',''('|-r'il   ;i\\;i\-  i\n\\u   {]]>•   tl'ail, 

ciiul  that  1  now  sti'piM'd  r('|H';it''dl\  from  it  and 
into  the  fliijlin;^-  drifts  ,:;a\o  ivc  no  tliouulit.  for 
I  was  niiscraldc,  at  d  liopc  and  ainhilion  x'cincd 
to  lia\('  hccii  kilii'd  in  mic  swift,  nninistakablc 
discovi-ry.  Mli/.aliftli  Wilton  wonld  in'vn-  l.o 
more  to  WW  than  a  friend,  and  tln'  youth  and 
lirilliaiicy  of  K'cninrk  had  won.  1  was  hut  an 
oltl,  old  7nan.  without  the  ^I'acc  of  s|MM'ch  or 
;KrnTni)lishni(-nt,  and  with  nothing-  to  offer  to 
the  one  for  whom  I  would  have  gladly  surren- 
dored  life  itseli"! 
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[  I5KL1I.VI;  t!i:it  uricoiiiiiiunicativc  inon  siifTcr 
more  than  others.  J  soinctiiiu's  I'olt,  in  the  week 
l'(»IIii\viii<;  th<'  discovery  that  Klizal)etli  Wilton 
and  Kentucky  loxcd  each  other,  that  if  I  could 
only  li'id  words  lo  tell  Dan,  I  should  feel  bet- 
ter; for  1  knew  he  surmised  that  soinethini:: 
liad  ii^one  amiss,  by  the  fact  that  iie  ceased  men- 
tioninji:  trips  to  the  camp,  or  B<'ssie.  And  at 
times  1  felt  my  own  selfisluiess  for  not  extend- 
ing to  him  and  his  troubles  more  thou,f;;ht. 

^ly  j)ride  made  me  ])ull  myself  to<?ether 
enon<::h  to  make  om-  more  visit  to  lier  home, 
and  explain  that  we  were  working  so  liard  I 
could  not  tiinl  time  ti>  <'ome  as  freiiuentl}  as  [ 
liad,  and  T  could  not  tell  from  the  (expression 
of  lier  eyes  whether  fshe  was  pleased  or  not,  I 
conjectured  that  she  would  be  happier  through 
niv  absence,  and,  as  for  mvself,  knew  that  I 
should  be,  for  to  look  at  her  stabbed  me  with 
hopeless  longing. 

To  my  own  credit  T  affirm  that  I  sustained 
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no  bittenioss  toward  my  successful  rival,  and 
was  but  glad  that,  if  I  could  not  win  her  love, 
he  was  the  foi-tuiuito  one.  But  it  was  more 
dillicult  to  hide  tuv  wound  from  him  than  any- 
one else.  He  had  secured  a  week's  work  wind- 
lassing  on  a  claim  but  three  above  ours,  and 
whenever  he  went  to  the  camp  unfailins'ly 
stopi  ed  and  asked  me  to  go  with  him,  and  was 
unfailingly  refused  on  the  pretext  of  hard 
work.  It  was  just  eight  days  since  I  had 
been  there  when  he  insist<'d  so  vigorouslv 
that  I  was  hard  put  to  find  a  pretext  for  not 
going. 

"  You've  just  got  to  go  with  me  to-night," 
he  said,  "  because  if  you  don't  Bess  will  think 
you're  sore  over  somethin'.  You  real'y  ain't, 
are  you?  " 

I  saw  that  the  preservation  of  my  secret  de- 
manded the  trip,  and  T  went.  It  was  an  even- 
ing of  agony.  From  her  very  attitude  I  felt 
that  she  was  outdoing  herself  to  be  pleasant 
and  agreeable  to  me,  aiid  to  conceal  what  I  knew 
of  her  relations  with  Kentucky,  which  were  not 
mentioned.  T  a))preciated  that  delicacy,  for  ic 
is  sometimes  ])olicy  to  permit  wounds  to  heal, 
and  I  thought  they  nuist  have  surmised  that 
T  had  sonu'  iidcling  of  conditions.  It  was  one, 
of  the  most  bitter  evenings  I  ever  passed,  and 
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I  was  j?la(l  when  we  turned  down  the  hill  to- 
ward the  eanip. 

The  Horn  Spoon  was  runnini;'  as  noisily  as 
if  its  owner  had  not  killed  himself,  after  con- 
demning to  slow  death  two  of  those  who  had 
been  its  employees.  But  to  me  it  olfered  noth- 
ing to  relieve  the  gloom  of  my  mind. 

"  Hello,  boys !  "  Windy  Jim  greeted  us,  as  we 
stood  near  the  door. 

He  came  toward  us,  and  then  stepped  to  a 
row  of  pegs  at  the  end  of  the  bar,  and  took 
down  an  elaborately  thrummed  and  beaded 
squirrel  parka,  and  stood  doubling  the  ])ig 
"  sunrise  "  hood  so  tiiat  it  would  muffle  his 
neck. 

"  Haven't  seen  you  since  the  mail  came  in, 
Tommy,"  he  said  to  me,  talking  as  he  prepared 
to  go  outside. 

''No.    Working,"  T  replied. 

"  And  where  in  the  name  of  old  Solomon 
and  his  glory  are  you  going  with  all  that  fancy 
rig?  "drawled  Kentucky.  "  What's  up?  ('(>le- 
bration  of  some  sort?  It  ain't  the  Fourth  of 
Jul},  is  it?  " 

Jim  laughed,  and  stood  facing  us  as  he  {>ulled 
on  his  mittens. 

"  No,"  he  said.  *'  Just  goin'  to  see  some 
fun.    Big  s(putw  dance  over  across  the  river  to- 
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night.  Sonu^  kin-fo'ks  of  old  Singer  lias  como 
down  from  ii|)  above.  Say,  como  on,  go  over. 
It'd  i)lea^o  the  old  man  a  whole  lot,  and  you'll 
see  the  real  swell  Taninaw  society  there 
a-shakin'  its  light  fantastic  feet.  Come  on  over! 
You  got  time.  We'll  come  back  and  sleep  in 
my  cabin.  It's  too  dark  to  mush  out  to  the 
gulch  to-night." 

1  was  eager  for  some  change — anything  to 
get  away  from  myself.  I  hesitated,  and  Ken- 
tuck  added  his  insistence,  with  a  ])oyisIi  fervor. 

"  Let's  go,  old  Sobersides,"  he  said.  "  Dan 
knows  you  are  lial»le  to  stay  in  camp  if  the  no- 
tion takes  you.     Uo  won't  worry." 

And  in  an  im})ulsive  mood  for  anything  out 
of  the  ordinary,  I  consented. 

Singer  was  a  S(iuaw  man,  who  believed  in 
corporal  punishment  for  his  bett(M-  half,  but  was 
usually  unable  to  carry  it  through.  He  had 
been  a  whaler,  and  in  his  youtli  was  i)robably 
a  hardy  customer  in  a  rough-and-tum])le  fight; 
but  his  youth  had  gone,  and  nothing  save  his 
valor  and  conviction  that  a  man  should  be  mas- 
ter of  his  own  house  remained.  The  lady  of  his 
devotion,  Black  Ellen,  weighed  about  two  hun- 
dred pounds,  while  he  was  a  dried-up  little  wisp 
of  a  man,  and  when  he  Ix'gan  to  exei'cise  his 
prerogative  of  punishing  her,  she  usually  bore 
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it  patiently  for  about  so  lon.i^:,  tlion  "  turned 
loose,"  and  hammered  him  into  a  state  of  sub- 
mission. 

They  told  the  story  that  after  one  of  these 
family  alfairs,  when  passinjj^  prospectors,  at- 
tracted by  the  din,  came  to  his  rescue,  and  re- 
vived him  to  consciousness  by  dum])in,ij  a  pail 
of  water  over  his  "  bloody  but  unbowed  head," 
he  sat  weakly  up,  blinked  his  swollen  eyes,  and 
then  said  to  Ellen:  '*  I  guess  you'll  be  good 
now,  won't  you?  If  you  don't  I'll  have  to  beat 
you  up  again!  "  And  Ellen  unscarred,  and  not 
even  lireathing  hurriedly,  meekly  said  she 
would. 

The  lights  of  his  cabin,  the  most  pretentious 
on  that  bank,  glowed  vividly  as  a  beacon  when 
we  followed  the  worn  trail  across  the  river. 
Long  before  we  reached  that  side  we  heard  the 
brazen  note  of  a  cornet  played  by  a  man  who 
had  once  been  a  trumpeter  in  the  n^gular  army, 
but  had  forgotten  even  that  accomplishment. 
The  steady,  finishing  notes  of  "  Ta--<la— da- 
a-a!  "  prolonged  and  descending,  told  that  he 
was  doing  his  best  to  put  an  artistic  finish  to 
each  measure,  and  that  a  waltz  was  in  prog- 
ress. 

The  smoke  of  the  stovepii)e  was  curling 
straight  u]jward,  a  distinguishable  gray,  and 
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told  us  that  Siii-or's  J)i.i.-  cahin  was  sui)(«r- 
iK'Jitcd  for  the  event.  The  do-s  (.ulsi(h.  were 
squatted  at  a  distance  i'reni  the  eal.in.  .-md  ||()wl- 
iii^r  a  iiRMaiicholy  and  disturbed  aceeuipaniinent 
to  tlie  music  from  witliiu.  P.oistereus  sliouts, 
rendered  faint  by  the  h)o-  walls,  exuded  out- 
ward, and  the  major  popuhitiou  of  the  vinayo 
seemed  to  be  in  atten(hinee. 

"  Sounds  as  if  tliey  were  raisin'  Cain,  don't 
it? ''  Windy  Jim  said,  as  we  i-ajne  to  the  door. 
"  Singer's  ball  is  eertainly  doin  itself  some 
]>roud." 

Ue  opened  the  ,|oor  witliout  knoeking,  and 
we  step])ed  inside.  Th(>  noise  was  eomiiio-  ;il- 
most  entirely  from  the  white  men  wlio  were 
partieipating,  and  the  nntives  sat  stolidly  on 
the  tloor  at  tlie  foot  of  tlie  wall  arounii  the 
room.  S(mie  of  them  grinned  lal)orious|y  in 
an  etfort  to  adopt  the  wliite  man's  exj.ression  of 
enjoyment,  and  Singer  liimscll'  was  just  calling 
''  l)artners   for  a  s(juare  dance." 

Kerosene  lamps  borrowed  from  every  avail- 
able source  rendci'ed  the  room  fairly  liidit. 
They  exposed  tlie  l)ark-('o\(.red  roof  poles 
above,  the  heavy  ridge  log,  the  logs  at  the 
sides,  and  the  peeled  sajiliugs  that  formed  the 
partition  for  a  back  room.  They  showed  the 
eurling  whorls  of  smoke,  the  i)ictures  cut  from 
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old  Siuulay  ucws[»ai)crs  and  pasted  dccorativcly 
ou  the  wall,  and  a  lurid  pit-tare  of  the  Virgin 
and  Child  brought  from  some  mission.  AVhito 
men  and  bucks  began  to  make  tiie  eirele  of  the 
s(iua\vs  and  mai<li-ns  S(iuatted  on  the  Hoor  in 
their  ludicrous  finery,  fashioned  after  the  few 
white  women's  costumes  they  had  seen,  and 
soon  there  were  eight  couples  waiting  for  the 
nui:-ic  to  begin. 

"  Jjy  golly!  I  didn't  see  you  come  In!" 
Singer  exclaimed,  discovering  us.  and  hurried 
over  to  shake  our  hands.  "  Pretty  nice  of  you 
to  come,  Tom.  Never  saw  you  go  to  no  dance 
before.  Ellen!  Oh,  Ellen!  Why  don't  you  git 
nj),    and    come    and    shake    hands    with    your 

glU'Sts?   " 

Ellen  waddled  over  +o  us  obediently,  and 
shook  hands  in  a  limi)  way  that  belied  her 
strength.  She  interrupted  herself  to  seize  a 
dog  that  had  nosed  the  door  open,  and  entered. 
She  caught  him  by  the  s(;ruff  of  the  neck  with 
those  same  limp  fingers,  and  he  let  out  an  ex- 
postulatory  howl  of  agony  as  she  dragged  him 
to  the  door,  and  administered  a  kick  with  her 
mo'casiuGd  toe  that  sent  him  Hying  out  into  the 
snow. 

"  You  talk  to  Ellen,"  Singer  said.  '*  I'm 
callin',"  and  signaled  to  the  so-called  orchestra, 
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which  sawod  into  the  strains  of  "  Euffah)  Gals, 
Ain't  V(.  Coinin'  Out  To-nii^dit." 

Tho  foot  beat  rliythniically  on  the  ron<?h  slab 
floor,  and  tho  white  men  lui^nbrionsly  executed 
ji^  stoi)s  on  the  corners  when  called  ui)on  lo 
"  Bahmco  all,"  and  lifted  the  screaming  squaws 
from  the  floor,  and  whirled  them  bodily  when 
admonished  to  "  swin^  your  jtardners."  The 
bucks  danced  sedately,  as  usual,  and  ai)peared 
to  accept  the  amusement  as  extremely  hard 
work,  and  a  white  man's  innovation. 

Over  in  one  corner  an  ohl  man  threatened  to 
disrupt  the  orchestra  with  an  alarm  clock  evi- 
dently a  recent  acquisition,  which  ho  kept  wind- 
ing, to  set  off  the  bell.  Xo  sooner  would  its 
clan<j^or  die  away  than  ho  would  gravely  -,tart 
it  going  again,  as  if  he  regarded  himself  a  most 
valuable  adjunct  to  the  music.  And  I  am  not 
sure  l)ut  he  was,  for  no  caterwauling  of  sound 
could  have  boon  worse  than  that  which  emanated 
from  the  band. 

"See  those  two  fellers  dancin'?  "  Jim 
asked,  catching  my  arm,  and  holding  his 
head  closer  that  he  might  speak  in  my  ear 
direct. 

IIo  pointed  at  two  white  men  who  were  in 
one  of  the  sets,  and  T  have  looked  upon  few 
harder  faces.     I  had  never  seen  tli(>m  ])ef()re, 
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allhongli  I  thought  I  know  every  white  man  in 
the  district. 

"  Yes.    AVhat  about  them?  " 

*'  That's  Koyce  and  Sparhawk.  Ever  hear  of 
'em  be  to  re?  " 

The  names  meant  nothing  to  me,  and  I  said 
so. 

"  Well,  they're  two  of  the  men  tried  for 
dynamitin'in  theC(X'urd'Alene  riots.  They  got 
off  because  there  wasn't  evidence  against  'em; 
but  ^n-erybody  knows  they  was  guilty.  Bad 
medicine,  both  of  'em!  l?ob  anything  from  a 
stage  to  a  sluice  box,  and  a  man's  life  wouldn't 
stand  between  them  and  a  dollar." 

The  nmsic  had  stopped  between  two  numbers, 
and  Jim  waited  patiently  for  it  to  renew  itself, 
as  if  fearing  that  his  comments  might  be  over- 
heard. The  instant  it  began  Jie  again  mumbled 
ra}>idly  in  my  ear. 

"  There's  been  a  killin'  or  two  on  the  trail 
out  of  Dawson,  and  while  I  don't  say  these  fel- 
lers did  it,  they  found  it  mighty  convenient  to 
get  out  and  cross  the  line,  where  there  ain't 
no  Mounted  Police.  I  jiassed  their  camp  on  the 
way  down,  ;uid  you  can  bet  I  didn't  let 
'em  know  I  was  carryin'  mail.  I'm  afraid 
of  'em.  They're  uj)  to  somethiu',  vou  c;iu 
bet!" 
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I  watclu'cl  them  more  closely  after  that,  and 
was  impressed  l>y  two  thiii<j:s — their  swauu'er- 
in^'-  bravado,  and  their  shifting  eyes.  They 
were  bi.ijr  men,  with  the  shouhk'rs  of  tliose  wlio 
have  worked  much  un(k'ri;-round,  stooped,  and 
sti'ongly  musck'd  about  the  (h'ltoids,  and  their 
movements  were  heavy  and  sure.  Ouq  of  tlieni 
stoi)i)ed  after  the  set  was  over,  made  his  way 
outside,  and  returned  with  a  jug  of  hutchnu, 
which  he  passed  around,  boisterously  insist- 
ent that  everyone  should  have  a  drink  with 
him. 

To  avoid  offense,  Kentuck,  Jim,  and  T  each 
lifted  the  jug  to  liis  lips.  I  turned  to  see  who 
would  follow  us  in  this  participation  of  hos- 
pitality, and  saw  behind  me  the  Hatchet.  I  had 
not  obsened  liim  l)efore.  He  did  not  unfold 
his  arms,  and  shook  his  head,  scowling  from  liis 
fierce  black  eyes  at  Kovce,  who  had  proffered 
it. 

"You're  the  first  Injun  I  ever  saw  that 
wouldn't  drink  when  it  didn't  cost  him  noth- 
in',"  the  Ccrur  d'Alener  snarled,  as  if  looking 
for  trouble.  "  You  ain't  too  cussed  good  to 
drink  with  a  white  man,  air  vou .'  " 

"  Xo;  but  that  doesn't  imply  that  I'd  drink 
with  you,"  was  the  fearless  answer. 

It  took  a  long  time  for  the  significance  of 
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that  answer  to  pciictrato  the  l)('ru(l(ll('(l  ])rain  of 
Koyc'c,  or  flsc  lie  was  .-^ui'priscd  at  licariuij:  such 
l)(>ri'o('t  Eii.y'lish  from  an  Indian.  He  suddenly 
dared  up,  and,  holdin.i;  the  juu:  f(.rward  with 
one  hand,  put  the  otlier  behind  him. 

'^  You'll  drink  with  me,  and  do  it  now!  "  ho 
7'()are(l. 

Wiiat  the  outeome  might  have  been  cannot  be 
told,  for  tlie  Sioux  stood  there  without  waver- 
ing, his  arms  still  folded  across  his  gi'eat  ciiest, 
and  his  eyes  untlinching  and  baleful;  but  the 
only  man  in  the  room  who  would  ])erhaps  have 
dared  to  thus  interfere,  Sjjarhawk,  jumped  be- 
hind his  partner,  caught  the  hand  behind,  and 
gave  so  sharp  a  jerk  that  Ifoyce  was  whirled 
sc^uarely  around.  A  heavy  gini  rattled  to  the 
lloor,  and  S])arhawk  calmly  picked  it  up  and 
sli])ped  it  into  his  own  shirt. 

"  You  fool!  "  he  growled,  in  a  hoarse  mono- 
tone. "  AVhat  ails  you?  Take  a  fall  to  your- 
self. Xo  troul)le  of  any  kind  here!  See?  Go 
on,  and  shut  your  trap!  " 

As  if  brought  to  his  senses  by  something 
suggestive  in  the  speech,  Koyce  lowered  liis 
hands,  and  started  to  the  next  guest. 

"  It's  a  good  thing  for  you  I  didn't  put  it 
over,"  he  said,  over  his  shoulder,  with  a  wolfish 
iiTui  at  the  Hatchet. 
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"  P<'r]iaj)s,"  tlio  latter  siiccnM],  cxposiiii,'  Uio 
silver  tooth.  And  tliere  was  that  in  his  toiio 
that  made  me  helieve  it  was  far  b-'tter  for  Mr. 
Koyce,  for  I  believer  tlie  Hatchet  would  havo 
kilh'd  him  before  he  could  have  drawn  a  breatli, 
liad  that  hand  with  the  ^niu  ever  started  to 
raise. 

The  vilhiinouH  liiiuor  appeared  to  warm  the 
dancers  to  further  exertions.  On  Sin-^'er'a  in- 
sistence, we  danced.  Kentuck's  partner  was 
one  of  the  visiting  "  kinswomen."  She  had  tlie 
boldest  eyes  [  ever  saw,  and  she  was  not  with- 
out a  sort  of  reckless,  wild  beauty.  She  was 
tall,  for  a  native,  and  danced  with  a  grace  that 
was  almost  pantherish.  She  wore  what  ap- 
peared to  be  a  cast-off  silk  dress  such  as  dance- 
ludl  women  sometimes  wore.  Kentuck  had  her 
as  a  i)artner  in  the  waltz,  and  I  was  sur|)rised 
to  see  liow  well  sh(>  succeeded.  He  came  back 
laughing  and  panting,  and  said:  "What  did 
you  think  of  the  Big  diicken?  " 

"  Big  Chicken!  Is  that  her  name?  " 
''  T  don't  know;  but  that's  what  I  called  her, 
and  she  seemed  to  like  it.  She's  an  educated 
klootch — that  is,  in  some  ways.  Been  out  at 
Juneau  for  three  years.  Long  enough  to  have 
learned  to  believe  that  the  mission  teach- 
ers down  at  the  Holy  Cross  are  a  lot  of  fools, 
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and  that  about  tlic  only  thin;,'  worth  haviii^^  is 
l»lfiitv  oi'  iiKtiK'V.  r>v  (n'(ni;i'!  Look  at  that 
Sioux  Nvatchiiii,'  her  I  " 

Trul\  the  Hatchet's  eyes  wcrt'  foHowinij:  her 
as  sho  Went  round  the  room,  and  she,  at  h'ast, 
had  no  ohjci'tions  to  luit(  Inttt,  I'or  she  took  tho 
jii>^  from  hcncatli  the  liddh'i"'s  chair,  hoisted  it 
ou  her  arm  in  a  maimer  betokening  experieueo, 
and  took  a  h)nj^'  pull  at  its  contents. 

"  (lood  ;j:irl!  "  l)oi>terousIy  applauded  Koyce, 
takin,^'  thi'  juic  from  her  liands  and  foUowinji: 
lior  exaniph',  wliile  the  Hatchet  at'ain  backed 
a^''ainst  the  wall,  and  held  his  unwavei-inii:  eye^^ 
ou  him  with  a  look  that  [  should  not  liave  cared 
to  have  bestowed  on  me. 

"  That  buck'll  Mct  him  yet,  unless  li(>  ^^ets  tlio 
buck  first,"  dim  i)reili('ted  in  my  ear.  "  l^>e,<;inH 
to  look  like  heavy  weather.  Maybe  we'd  l)etter 
pull  out." 

I  think  ""ve  should  have  done  so  had  not  some 
of  the  natives  l)y  the  wall  be<j:iin  one  of  their 
weird  songs,  called  the  "  Soui,'  of  the  Canoe," 
and  they  interested  us,  as  they  sat  there  sway- 
in-;  their  bodies  sidewise,  and  ehantin.i,'  in  a 
monotonous  voice.  Others  joined  in,  unti'  the 
whole  side  of  tlu»  room  s  'emed  Lendinjj;  in  tliat 
almost  hyi»notic  regularity  uf  motion. 
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Tlio  .siiiirin<^  IxcaiiM'  nunc  l)(»ister<>u«  as  tlioy 
took  lip  aiiotlicr  t^ou'^,  arnl  llic  Bij^  ("liickcn 
8U(l<l('iiIy  <xot  to  lirr  feet,  and  |»lunj^O'(l  into  tho 
littl(t  Ijack  rnoin  of  the  cabin.  She  was  ^ouo 
hcvcra!  minutes,  and  when  she  returned  two 
coupler  had  Ix'^am  walt/aug,  huniinin<;  as  they 
Went,  for  the  musicians  had  falh'ii  into  a  pan 
of  doujLclmuts,  and  refused  to  interrupt  thoir 
foast.  Tiio  ]M<^  Chickon  cniL'rgL'd,  looking,'  full 
of  Indian  (h'xilmeiit;  and  Koyco,  soeiiiij:  her, 
stunil)h'd  across  the  room,  aud  caught  lier  in 
his  arms. 

"  Tliis  danco  goes  for  mc!  "  lie  vociferated, 
and  they  })egan  to  lium  with  the  otliers,  and  cir- 
cle, witliout  revei'sing.  There  was  some  pecu- 
liarity in  the  sound  of  their  shuffling  feet.  Some- 
thing that  went  "  clack,  clack,  clack!  "  with  a 
crunching,  metallic  rhythm.  Suddenly  an  ohl 
squaw  at  the  side  of  the  room  leajx'd  to  her 
feet,  and  shrilled  :  "  Ah  li-h-h !  "  Others  sprang 
up,  and  drew  back  against  the  wall.  The  other 
coujiles  stopped,  but  Royce  and  the  Big  Chicken 
went  dizzily  on,  and  tlie  sound  was  more  audible 
in  the  silence  that  seenu'd  to  have  stoi)i)ed  other 
sound.  All  around  me  natives  were  straining 
forward,  and,  following  their  direction,  I,  too, 
looked. 

In  the  dull  light,  as  she  whirled  and  her  short 
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skirts  liftctl,  somi'tliini;  at  Iht  feet  vIkh.:'  fjflcam- 
ill^^  It  was  my  tiuii  to  1)0  lu'ld  sitcllhoiiiul,  i"«»r 
she  was  daiiciii^',  heavily  aud  noisily,  in  the 
moccasins  oi"  rod  gold. 
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We  hurried  back  across  tlio  river,  and 
stopjied  in  the  Houoluhi  to  got  warm.  Cava- 
naugh  was  there  witli  Doctor  Sidebotham,  and 
looked  at  me  wonderingly  as  we  canu^  in. 

"  Tlie  moccasins  are  back."  I  said  to  him, 
and  he  l-^oked  up  at  me  with  expressioi  ;s 
eyes. 

"  "Where  did  you  see  them?  " 

"  Over  at  Singer's  dance.  Au  up-river 
squaw  had  them  on.  They  call  her  the  Big 
Chicken." 

"  That  so?  By  the  way,  you're  in  late  to- 
night, aren't  you?  " 

I  explained  to  him  that  T  had  planned  to  roll 
blankets  on  the  floor  of  AVindy  Jim's  cabin. 

"  Oh,  I  can  b(  at  that,"  he  objected.  **  Jim's 
got  two  good  bunks.  Kentuck  can  go  with  him, 
and  you  come  over  to  my  cjibin.  I'vc^  two  good 
bunks,  and  it's  cozy.  T  want  to  have  a  talk 
with  you." 

My   compani'ms   agreed,   and   we  bade   the 

138 


f 


A  GRIM  TALE 


139 


others  good-niglit,  and  hurried  across  the 
crackling  snow  to  the  cabin  at  the  rear  of  the 
trading  post,  which  I  had  never  entered.  Cava- 
naiigh  went  in  aliead  of  me,  and  lighted  a 
heavy  library  lamp,  that  seemed  incongruous 
Ko  far  from  the  outer  world  and  its  con- 
comitants. 

I  looked  around.  One  side  of  the  room  was 
literally  tilled  with  books,  the  only  open  space 
being  a  square  in  the  center,  where  a  double 
window  was  let  in.  Everything  about  the  room 
besDoke  th^  artist.  It  was  divided  by  a  por- 
tiere made  of  shotgun  and  cartridge  shells, 
with  pebbles  of  country  rock  clutched  in  with 
bucknkin  thongs.  A  couch  was  covered  with  a 
polar-bear  skin ;  and  another  skin  of  the  same 
kind,  the  most  magnificent  I  have  ever  seen, 
formed  the  rug,  which  was  laid  down  over  curi- 
ously woven  native  matting,  stained  into  pat- 
terns. The  rafters  above  were  stained  to  dark 
brown,  and  were  carved  with  totem  signs. 

Beyond  the  hangings  a  dresser,  evidently 
from  the  outside,  was  littered  with  rare  old  sil- 
ver toilet  -r^icles,  and  I  saw  at  the  first  glance 
that  the\  oore  an  Irish  crest  in  raised  gold. 
In  one  corner  was  a  cottage  organ,  and  I  won- 
dered how  he  had  succeeded  in  importing  it  all 
this  distance.    It  was  littered  with  music,  and 
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opened  on  it  was  a  book  of  exorcises,  wLicli  he 
saw  me  staring  at. 

"  Bess,"  he  said.  "  I  used  to  play  a  little, 
and  so  I  give  her  lessons  as  best  I  can.  She 
is  very  musical.  She  is  about  tlie  only  per- 
son beside  tlie  doctor,  that  I  ever  invite  here 
hito  my  privacy,  so  you  see  you  are  honored. 
I  had  the  extra  bunk  built  in  and  fitted  so  that 
when  Father  Barnum  conies  throu*-!!  lie  can 
make  this  his  home.  lie  makes  it  ui*  this  way 
about  once  a  year." 

As  he  talked  in  these  disjointed  sentences,  he 
removed  his  mackinaw  coat  and  moccasins,  and 
pulled  on  a  pair  of  worn  slippers,  and  then 
took  my  hat  and  parka,  and  set  a  box  of  cigars 
on  a  tabouret  made  from  caribou  horns. 

"  You  are  comfortable,"  I  said,  glancing 
around  his  quarters. 

"  Yes.  I  am  by  nature  a  sybarite.  Wait. 
I've  a  new  pair  of  slippers  at  your  disposal. 
All  fixed,  are  you?  Here,  let  me  give  you  this 
other  chair.  It's  a  favorite  of  mine.  Gives  you 
that  rested  feeling." 

He  lighted  a  cigar,  and  suddenly  looked 
straight  at  me,  and  said:  "  I  knew  the  moc- 
casins of  gold  had  been  brought  back.  I  know 
how  she  came  to  have  them.  And  I  know  all 
of  the  end.    It's  not  pleasant.    You  may  laugh 
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at  me,  but  I  boliovo  tlio  curse  still  holds  good." 
He  settled  himself  back  farther  into  his  chair, 
and  the  light  of  the  lami)  behind  shadowed  his 
face,  but  enlivened  the  silver  of  his  hair.  As 
he  talked,  he  took  the  cigar  from  his  mouth, 
and  gesticulated  with  it,  watching,  sometimes, 
its  little  spirals  of  pale-blue  smoke. 

"  Both  Marie  Barstow— she  that  was  the 
foolish  little  Marie  Devinne— and  Spider  Kiggs, 
whose  real  name  was  something  else,  are  dead. 
They  paid  the  i^enalty,  and  Barstow  executiMl 
them  as  cruelly  as  ever  any  man  could  con- 
ceive. He  must  have  been  as  mad  as  any  of 
those  who  ever  went  after  the  red  gold.  The 
squaw  you  saw  wearing  them  was  given  the 
name  of  Mary  down  at  the  mission.  I've  known 
her  and  her  brother,  Constantine,  for  years. 
He  worked  for  me  two  seasons.  He  doesn't  lie. 
He  is  more  than  intelligent.  Mary  came  hon- 
estly by  the  moccasins.  He  told  me  so.  He 
told  me  the  story,  and  I  asked  him  to  say  noth- 
ing more  about  it,  because  t'le  less  said  about 
the  cursed  gold  the  better.  I've  seen  men  die 
like  flies  in  the  fall  by  the  side  of  the  trails  for 
less.  And  there  was  but  little  "lore  attention 
paid  t<3  them  than  if  they  were  dead  flies. 
There  is  nothing  so  heartless  as  a  stampede. 
So  C-oustantine  will  never  talk." 
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lie  ^ot  up,  and  lire  i-iit  out  a  docantor  of 
brandy,  and  ijcuii-cd  niodcralc  drinks,  then  sot- 
tied  himself,  and  resumed: 

"  Constantinc  and  Mary  were  eominj;^  down 
from  Forty  Mile.  Marook  told  him  last  fall 
that  if  he  eanu*  back  here  lie  would  j^i'-e  him  a 
Jay  on  that  Hunter  Creek  claim  of  his,  and  Con- 
t^tantine  came  down  to  work  it.     Jlis  sister's 

brighter  than  any  s(iuaw  I  over  met,  but  she's 

well,  she's  too  civilized.  It  spoils  them.  They 
get  to  know  too  nnich.  They  want  too  nmch. 
It  would  liave  been  better,  far  better,  for  her  to 
have  rested  there  in  the  kindly  shelter  and  care 
of  the  Holy  Cross.  Constantino  has  hard  work 
to  control  her.  Up  this  sich'  of  the  flats  they 
heard  a  shot,  and  they  naturally  went  to  see 
what  it  was.  It  was  off  im  the  bank.  It  was 
what  was  left  of  St)ider  Ki;j:,i,'s.  His  feet  were 
frozen,  and  he  had  not  waited  to  go  to  sleep  in 
the  snow.  And  I've  no  j^rayer  for  his  soul, 
becnuso  he  was  bad,  clean  through.  Constantino 
Jashed  liini  up  in  a  tree,  whore  thc^  wolves 
couldn't  get  at  him,  and  left  him  there. 

"  Tho  trail  was  hard  going,  and  the  day  was 
bad.  The  wind  had  come  uj)  along  the  riv^r, 
and  you  know  what  that  means.  About  ten 
miles  farther  on  they  wore  just  in  time  to  see 
something  wavering  and  staggering  along  the 
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edge  of  it,  and  it  f't-ll  before  tliey  got  to  it.  It 
was  Marie.  She  was  wandering  in  her  mind,  as 
her  pool-  feet  had  wandered  through  life,  so 
they  put  u})  tlieir  tent  in  a  chuni)  of  trees  on 
the  bank  and  made  camp.  Tliey  did  all  they 
could  for  her  before  the  end,  but  she  couldn't 
survive.  The  cold  and  the  exhaustion  had  got 
in  their  work,  anil  for  twelve  hours  she  bab- 
bled along  about  what  had  taken  ])lace  disjoint- 
edly,  and  never  had  sanity  until  within  the  hour 
she  died. 

"  Partly  from  what  she  said  then,  and  from 
what  they  gathered  from  her  delirium,  they 
know  what  happened.  And  Constantine  came 
here,  troubled,  to  tell  it  all  to  me,  when  he 
found  out  that  Sam  Barstow  was  dead,  and 
that  ho  couhhi't  deliver  Marie's  last  message, 
which  didn't  amount  to  much,  being  merely: 
•  Please  find  Sam,  and  tell  him  that  Marie,  his 
little  ]\Iarie,  is  sorry,  so  sorry,  and  tired,  so 
tired,  and  that  she  hopes  ho  will  forget,  and 
will  never  again  go  after  the  red  gold.'  That 
was  all.  I  fancy  [  can  see  her  as  she  said  it, 
gasping  out  her  life  there  in  a  tent  on  the 
Yukon,  with  the  wind  howling  through  the  trees 
and  around  outside.    She  paid  th.e  price! 

"  Marie  Devinne  never  loved  Sam  Barstow. 
She  was  fascinated  by  that  Spider  Kiggs.    She 
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li-"l  proiiiis,.,]  1„  marry  liim  I,,,,-  lH.r,„v  Sam 
went  away  on  that  trip  to  the  north  with  i'it- 
]<(.k,  who  betrayed  tlle  sec|-ets  of  the  ohl  men 
of  liis  trihe,  ami  I<.(1  a  white  man  to  the  phice 
Avhore  the  gokl  is  red.  She  was  no  l)otter  nor 
110  worse  than  any  other  danee-hali  girl  in  any 
other  eamp.  She  was  not  nearly  so  immoral  as 
unmoral,  and  was  what  life  and  men  had  made 
lier.  She  was  a  eombinadon  of  what  was  left 
of  the  tenderness  and  sy^ipathy  of  a  woman's 
nature,  and  the  mercenary  woman  of  the  camps, 
seeking  nothing  so  nnich  as  a  home  stake,  and 
the  gold  to  buy  baubles,  and  silks,  and  gayety, 
and  entertainment. 

"  The  remnant  of  good  left  in  her  was  nearly 
wiped  away  under  the  tutelage  of  that  black- 
guard Kiggs,  after  she  came  to  this  camp  and 
was  fascinated  by  his  outward  varnish  of  gen- 
tility. He  undermined  all  the  good  in  Marie 
Devinne  as  surely  as  the  devil  undermines  any 
of  us,  if  he  gets  us  in  the  right  condition.  lie 
made  her  think  that  all  they  needed  to  be  mar- 
ried and  to  go  outside  and  live  that  other  life, 
was  monoy  in  plenty,  and  he  made  her  believe 
that  life  was  a  joke,  and  that  so  long  as  oue  had 
money  enough,  everything  went  easily. 

"  Sam  Barstow  was  soured  by  ill  luck.     He 
had   starved  and  worked  and  trailed  in   this 
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country,  froze,  and  slav^'d,  and  IioihmI,  until 
cvcrytiiin^-  liai'dcni'd  witliin  liim  except  that 
one  dmun,  the  possession  of  Marie  Deviuue. 
About  the  hi>t  straw  with  liini  was  when  his 
partner  up  on  P>irch  Creek  carried  away  all 
their  stake  from  cU'an-up  and  ^ale  tliat  had  been 
cached  in  the  tra(h'rV  safe,  and  went  out  on 
a  steamer,  h'avini;'  Sam  waiting'  for  liim  on  the 
creek.  The  man  wasn't  quite  right  fnmi  that 
time  on,  as  far  as  his  love  of  humanity  went; 
for  he  distrusted  nearly  everyone,  save  the 
dancediall  girl. 

"  He  made  love  to  her  in  his  way,  and  I 
hoped  that  he  would  marry  her,  and  keep  on 
trying,  because  there  was  a  whole  lot  of  '^'^od 
in  Siun  Barstow,  as  I  knew  him  a  few  >  rs 
a<ro— the  old  Sam.  lie  was  much  of  a  man ;  but 
he  had  fallen  in  love  with  a  heartless  1  tie  fool, 
who  couldn't  understand  him  any  mote  than  a 
fox  could  understand  a  lion,  lie  asked  her  to 
marry  him,  and  she  twiddled  her  fingers  under 
his  nose  and  told  him  she  would  when  he  had 
money  enough  to  take  hei-  outside,  and  let  her 
live  like  a  real  lady— whatever  that  meant  in 
lier  estimation.  She  couldn't  appreciate  the 
honest  love  of  an  honest  man,  and  a  clean  name 
and  a  forgotten  and  forgiven  i)ast.  All  that, 
the  cleanliness  and  decency  of  life,  meant  noth- 
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in^^  t(i  licr.  She  was  playiiin-  willi  lilm.  \w- 
causo  she  wanted  to  lie  the  wile  of  Spider 
Kig,i,^s,  ex-racetrack  tout  and  tinhorn  irani- 
blor! 

"  So  Sa?n  IJarstow  was  tenii)ted  by  Pitkok, 
Mho  liad  been  tempted  Ity  the  U'^ond  of  red' 
Mold,  and  eonldn't  <,^)  alter  it  alone  because  lie 
couldn't  get  credit  from  anybody  on  earth  for 
an  outfit,  and  wouhhi't  take  the  time  and  trou- 
ble to  work  for  it.  Pitkok  told  him  about  it, 
and  the  range  of  mountains  where  it  was  said 
to  be,  away  uj)  there  on  the  far  edge  of  the 
tundra,  between  tiie  strange  lancbnarks,  a  peak 
thin  as  a  needle,  and  by  it,  on  one  side,  one 
wiiieh  bjoks  like  a  devil's  face,  and  on  the  other 
a  third  that  resembles  an  eagle  squatte.l  with 
bis  head  })etween  his  sjioiildei's. 

"  TJie  sagas  know,  and  liave  known,  for  Inin- 
dreds  of  years,  i)erhai)s,  where  they  were— this 
spot  that  is  accursed  by  Ood  and  (^schewod  by 
theui.  Not  many  of  them,  it  is  true,  but  one  of 
them  who  did  know  liad  told  Pitkok,  and  Pitkok, 
wanderer,  came  to  regard  gold,  any  man's  gold,' 
as  the  ultimate  glory  of  life,  for  lie  liad  seen 
liDW  white  men  struggled,  and  scraped,  and 
worked,  or  nmrdered,  for  it. 

"  Barstow  and  Pitkok  met  at  an  unfortu- 
nate time,  it  seems,  when  tJ   ■  native  was  ready 
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lo  sell  his  secret  Tor  an  outfit  and  a  half  inter- 
est in  what  tiiey  ini.irlit  <?et,  and  Sam  was  will- 
iuij^  to  sell  anydiini;',  liis  soul  possihly,  for  Mario 
I  Devinne,  tlie  little  ••irl  of  the  Horn  Spoon  hall. 

So  they  went  away  to^^ether,  and  J'itkok  didn't 
eome  back.  He  had  gone  on  his  last  wander- 
ing trip,  and  he,  too,  had  paid  the  price, 

"  Barstow  returned,  and  no  one  knew  that  he 
had  found  it,  not  even  I,  with  whom  he  had 
banked  his  money  before  lie  left— amountinjj:  to 
an  even  eight  tliousan<l  (h)llars  in  dust  at  seven- 
teen tifty  an  ounce,  which  is  what  the  comi)any 
allows  for  up  river  gold.  Hut  ho  told  Mario, 
and  exaggerated  the  amount  ho  had  brought 
back.  She  thought  he  had  a  fortune,  not  appro- 
bating the  fact  that  when  a  man  walks  away 
with  about  twenty  thousand  dollars'  worth  of 
low-grade  gold  on  his  back,  he  has  a  mule's  load 
if  ho  wants  to  travel  very  many  miles.  She 
was  one  of  those  who  didn't  know"  that  it  takes 
a  freight  ear  to  carry  a  fortune  in  that  metal, 
and  that  the  man  who  says  he  would  be  con- 
tented with  all  the  gold  he  could  carry  doesn't 
want  much ! 

"  It  was  Eiggs'  chance.  Pooph'  didn't  know 
it,  but  he  practically  owned  that  table  and  its 
bank  roll.  He  leased  the  i)riviloge.  Anything 
that  came  across  that  table  was  his.    He  saw 
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lliat  this  was  liis  cliaiicc  to  win  Sam  I'arstow's 
discovt'iy  and  his  savings.  lie  coiwuptctl 
Marie's  hist  I'ciiinant  of  honesty  and  sell'- 
I'espect,  as  men  have,  I'rom  time  immemoi'ial, 
coriupted  women — througli  h)ve!  She  loved 
him  !  She  woidd  do  anythinij:  for  him.  He  made 
l)hi('k  look  wiiite,  only  th<'y  must  win,  and  prol)- 
ably  he  told  her  it  <rKln't  matter.  Ijecause  "^am 
could  i;-et  more  iTohl,  and  would  not  miss  w'lat 
tiiev  took  awav  from  him.  So  she  joined  forces 
with  liim,  and  ran  to  the  limit  l)ecause  slie  loved 
him,  and  wanted  liim,  and  wanted  to  get  away 
from  it  all,  and  ditln't  lov(^  Sam. 

"  That  night,  when  Sam  played  in  the  Horn 
Sjjoon  and  she  kept  the  cases,  he  was  '  rooked.' 
SpicU'r  K'iggs  iiad  tanglit  her  how,  and  ))racticed 
the  signals  with  lu'r  so  that  the  cases  wouldn't 
tabulate  the  ci'(,okedness;  but  Sam  fooled  them. 
]le  thought  the  deal  was  fair,  because  Maiie 
l<ei)t  th(>  cases.  Instead  of  inlaying  the  for- 
tune they  supposed  lie  ))ossessed,  he  only 
])layed  and  lost  the  nu.ney  he  had  in  my  safe. 
Then  his  luck  turned,  devil's  luck,  as  it  proved 
— the  luck  of  the  red  gold — and  he  broke 
Alnamsky,  who  was  honest  as  the  (hiy. 

"  Then  he  went  back  to  Si)ider  Higgs'  table, 
and  ^Tarie  was  not  at  the  cases,  and  Spider 
couldn't  work  a  crooked  deal,  and  the  devil's 
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hick  li»'l«l,  I'oi'  lie  hrokt'  S|>i<lt'r  iri^-,i;s,  juid  went 
away  that  nij^^lit  worth  about  cii^iitccii  thousand 
(U)nr.rs  ill  money,  and  when  the  men  who  owrn-d 
the  Horn  Spoon  haiked  SpuU'r  out  of  sym- 
pathy, and  Ix'causc  they  liad  a  pcicontaj^c  in 
the  ^amc,  he  broke  them,  too,  and  owned  that 
estinuibh'  phice  of  gayety — that  sodden  place 
of  misfortune! 

"  iiut  Kii^'i^s  was  well  named.  lie  was  a 
spider,  and  with  webs  broken,  he  ealmiy  spun 
new  and  slimy  coils.  He  talked  Marie  into 
marrying  Sam,  exjtlaining  to  her  that  divorces 
were  easily  oi)tained  and  alimony  abundant, 
and  she  fell  again.  She  was  ready  to  sacrifice 
the  last  thing  she  had  to  give  for  the  love  of 
Spiiler  liiggs. 

'*  And  Sam,  poor  fool,  blundered  on,  unseo- 
ing,  nndiscerning,  and  undismayed.  He  was 
hapi)y  in  that  last  lap  of  his  course.  That  girl 
was  an  angel  to  him.  No  matter  what  she  was 
to  anyone  else,  to  him  she  was  the  woman  of 
dreams,  audacious,  i!n{)ertinent,  fascinating 
wife  and  companion.  Life  had  not  dealt  softly 
with  him,  and  it  was  a  long  cry  from  mud- 
tloored  cabins  and  trying  trails  and  short 
rations  to  a  home  which  ho  regarded  as  the  ul- 
timate splendor  of  luxury,  a  wife  who  was  bet- 
ter than  any  that  had  ever  lived,  and  the  pro- 
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l>ru'torslii|»  of  Iwo  ijical  tliin^s-tlu'  Iforii 
S|i(>(in   Mild   till'  st'cjct  of  the    I'cd  ^m)1(1. 

"  His  fool's  paindisf  was  ^liort  lived.  He, 
loo,  iiiii>t  |>ay  the  price!  He  wanted  niofe  lux- 
ury, a>  ><)U  know,  and  went  down  to  Taniuaw 
to  l)uy  foolish  furnishings  and  china  plates, 
and  cai'pets,  and  table  luxuries,  from  the  steam- 
boat Ileal  If  laid  up  there  for  the  winter.  He 
had  nioney,  and  wanted  to  spend  it  for  the  fool- 
ish Marie." 

He  paused  for  a  ?nomout,  and  rested  with 
the  tips  of  his  fin<i:ers  touchin^jj  before  him  as 
lie  lounged  in  his  chair,  and  I  saw  that  his 
eyes  were  fixed  on  the  ceiling. 

"  Now,  I  don'i  know  all  that  took  place,  of 
course,"  he  said  slowly,  "  but  I  fancy  I  can 
conjecture  it  all,  and  fill  in  the  blanks,  front 
Avhat  she  told  C'onstantine,  and  what  he  heard 
of  her  raving.  But  it  seems  to  me  that  she 
began  to  admire  this  rough,  crude  man,  who 
believed  in  her,  and  had  clean  ideas,  and  would 
have  died  for  her;  but  she  had  not  the  strength 
of  character  to  resist  the  Spider,  who  was  pa- 
tiently waiting,  true  to  the  name,  in  his  outer 
den.  lie  had  not  lost  touch  with  her,  and  his 
ambitions  were  unchanged. 

"  Sam,  still  blundering  and  believing,  had 
laid  his  whole  life  bare  to  her  without  reserva- 


A  (iin.M    TALI 


\:>\ 


tinii.  Oil  (•;iti  r('ailil\-  lllll|^■l■~^t.•llul  how  slic 
asked  hii.  ciiiiuu^;  i|iH'.-ii()iis.  I'or  >!if  imi>t  liavo 
had  ciwiii^itN .  And  his  mental  processes  weri; 
siiMph-  and  dii'ecl,  and  she  wa-  eiitlth'd  to  as 
much  or  moic  conli(h'nce  than  a  niah'  ijartiicr, 
For  >ht'  \va>  his  pailner  for  life. 

"  And  so  she  told  Spiih'r  liij^u's  that  she 
kii'W  where  the  peculiar  ;.'<tld  came  from,  and 
pei'haps  <;loatcd  over  her  knowledi^^e,  and 
Spider  Hi.:,''^'s  saw  anotlKT  h'ver  to  lift  his  aims. 
Could  he  hut  induce  the  "^irl  wiio  was  falteriii,i>^ 
in  liei-  alie.L-iance  to  him  to  hetray  her  husband, 
he  couhl  j.'ot  that  secret,  so  he  redoul)h'd  his 
etVorts,  and  added  to  his  intentions,  and  became 
more  smooth,  insinuatiuir,  uud  slimy  than  ever. 

"  Uu  tlie  ni,i;Iit  when  Sam  JJarsiow  came 
home,  vastly  unexpected,  and  found  S[>ider 
l\i,u;i;s  there  with  liis  wife,  the  black  truth  stared 
him  in  the  face.  If  ever  a  man  went  m;.d  in  a 
minute,  it  was  he.  Xothin<^  could  palliate  the 
shock. 

"  Madness  lent  him  endurance.  Tired  as  he 
Avas,  he  drove  them  out  oi:  the  trail — the  cold, 
ni.irht  trail— unceasini;ly,  tied  toii^ether  with  a 
roiie,  and  carryini;-  the  red -i^old  moccasins  as 
their  only  fortune,  for  a  full  twenty-four  hours. 
]Ie  gave  them  neither  tent  for  shelter,  nor  food! 
He  knew  that  he  was  driving-  them  to   their 
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doatli  as  ccilaiiily  as  lie  knew  that  his  lifo  was 
a  wicck. 

"  Ii'i<i:,<is  was  a  ci'avcn  in  tho  last  moments 
alter  that  discovery,  lie  (li'oi)i)ed  to  his  knees 
and  cried,  as  l)abi<'S  cry,  and  lied,  as  liars  lie, 
]ayin,ii:  the  hhime  for  it  all  on  Marie,  Poor  iiirl ! 
]My  sympathies  are  all  with  her  as  she  saw  thai 
nnmitiizated  poltroon  ])rove  his  worthlessness, 
there  on  his  knees,  halt'-clad,  be^'H'ini?  i'or  his 
life  at  hei*  <'xpense,  while  over  tlicm  stood  a 
madman,  with  an  unwavering  gun  in  his  hand, 
stei'iily  eondenmi  u,-  thcin  to  a  toi'turinu:  death. 
And  from  what  I  iv'^^ner,  e^'en  as  this  house 
of  cards  i)roved  itself,  her  pride  rallied,  and 
she  made  no  aj ".  )eal. 

"  Think  of  it !  For  almost  twenty-four  hours 
they  walked,  this  desolate  trio,  until  in  the  end 
she  had  fallen  so  often  that  Barstow  thought  it 
was  the  end,  and  left  them.  Si)ider  Iviggs,  tlu^ 
delicate,  must  have  had  more  iron  in  his  blood 
than  she,  for  he  was  still  on  his  feet.  Once 
he  had  been  of^"  them,  and  that  was  when,  after 
sobbing  uselessly,  and  murnmring  a])peals  to 
the  implacable  Sam,  he  had  faced  about,  and 
begged  to  be  shot.  The  iiUiuman  ))ehind  had 
calmly  knocked  him  down,  and  said  that  he 
wanted  to  hear  no  moi'e,  or  he  would  cut  out 
his  tongue. 
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"  The  only  uicicy  he  sliowcd  liim  was  wlu-n 
lie  k'l't,  and  i;ave  Spider  l\i.ii:gs  an  empty  ^un, 
and  Ills  insane  cnnnin^'  was  displayed  by  (lie 
i'act  that  alter  he  walked  a  hundred  yards 
down  the  trail  he  threw  baek  one  eartrid;L;e. 
Just  one,  niinil  nou,  not  two,  which  would 
have  spelled  an  end  to  both  their  miser- 
ies. He  w^anted  them  to  think  of  that  one 
cartridge,  as  they  staggered  ahead,  waiting  for 
hard  and  ])ainful  death.  He  wanted  to  j)rovo 
to  her,  in  the  last  offering,  that  the  man  whom 
she  had  loved  wouhl  be  jjoltroon  (^nough  to  use 
it  on  himself  rather  than  speed  her  to  a  merci- 
ful and  sud<len  end. 

"  They  imlashed  themselves  when  Sam 
turned  back  and  began  that  dreary  progress, 
hating  each  other;  but  the  final  contempt  must 
have  crept  into  her  mind  when  Spider  Riggs 
seized  a  remnant  of  food  they  had  secreted,  and 
went  away  with  the  pistol.  She  fell  on  the 
trail  repeatedly,  but  that  strange  after-facility 
and  toughness  of  feminine  endurance  asserted 
itself,  as  time  after  time  she  made  a  fresh  at- 
temj)t.  She  clung  to  life  more  fervently  than 
she  had  ever  clung  to  anythitig  <'lse,  and  was 
big  enough,  in  the  end,  to  send  back  a  brave 
message  to  dead  ears!    It  was  her  only  ai)i)eal. 

"  The  foolish  Marie  was  a  woman  at  last, 
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too  late,  and  to  me  tlici'c  is  a  splendor  in  tliaf 
end- — that  uprising',  ncw-jjoi-n  iio])ility  whicli 
would  not  ilcsciMid  to  sticcdinn  Mack  a  curse  to 
the  man  who  had  di-i\-en  Iht,  iiut'or.yivini?  of 
frailties,  to  that  lonely  iia.v:-a,ue  from  life  on  a 
mat  of  lir  bouiihs  in  a  wind-swept  tent.  Of  the 
thi'ce  she  was  the  must  noble,  and  met  hei'  end 
without  whimpei'In.i;',  in  the  consciousness  that 
slio  had  earned  it. 

"  Slie  iiad  but  one  thinu^  to  .uive  lior  would- 
be  rescuers — the  secret  of  the  r(>d  .ii'old,  and 
the  moccasins  made  of  that  i^old  that  had  been 
her  tenii)tation  downward.  And  I  doubt  if  tiuit 
well-meant  gift  does  not  j trove  a  mistaken  kind- 
ness.     1   wonder!  " 

He  suddenly  stood  on  his  feet,  smothor^d  the 
end  of  his  ciijar  butt  in  a  honu'made  ash  tray, 
and  pointed  toward  the  bed  I  was  to  occui\',-. 

'*  That's  ycuis,"  he  said.  "  I'm  going-  to 
turn  in.     Good-night!" 


CHAPTER  XI 


KENTUCKY    HEARS  A  TALE 


One  of  the  most  nstonisliiiig  traits  of  life  is 
that  case  with  which  we  form  likes  or  dislikes, 
loves  or  enmities.  Sparhawk  was  nothing  to 
me.  I  had  seen  him  on  but  one  occasion ;  I 
knew  nothing,  and  cared  less  of  his  past.  All 
that  I  knew  was  that  he  was  not  the  kind  of 
a  man  for  whose  companionshii)  I  cared.  In- 
deed, f)f  the  two  men,  Sparliawk  and  Royce,  I 
held  a  higher  ojiinion  of  the  former;  yet  it  was 
Sparhawk  who  was  to  become  m\"  enemy. 

It  was  the  morning  after  tin  dance  that  I  sat 
for  a  while  in  the  post  watching  the  trader,  who, 
with  grave  face,  api)eared  to  be  cleaning  op.t 
or  checking  uj)  the  contents  of  his  safe.  Some- 
times he  threw  out  heavy  little  packages  with 
scarcely  a  look  at  them,  then  again  he  would 
find  something  that  appeared  to  }>uzzle  him, 
ai'.d  these  l)undles  he  untied  and  inspected. 
Sometimes  his  face  expressed  annoyance  when 
he  scanned  a  roll  of  ])apers,  and  I  surmised  they 
represented  bad  debts.    Fk'ssie  AVilton  was  mak- 
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hVfi;  a  bravo  alicmpt  1<.  display  somo  of  tlio  liot- 
cro^^eiicous  wares  wifli  wliich  {ho  hw^v  old  |()<,r 
liousc  was  filled,  sliit'tin<jc  canned  i-oods  iiero 
and  there  to  brin^'-  re^nlarity  of  labels,  or  even- 
ing nj)  the  shallow  piles  of  prints  and  denims. 
AVe  iieard  the  stanipin^^  of  feet  ontside  the  door, 
an(i  presently  it  swnn.^:  oj.en  and  Sparhawk  en- 
tered, lookin^;:  somewhat  the  worse  for  his  de- 
bauch of  the  ni.ijfht  before.  He  walked  to  tlio 
side  of  the  bii>-  drum  stove  and  removed  his 
mittens  before  ]\o  sjxjke  and  then  called,  over 
bis  shoulder: 

"  (Jot  any  tobaccer  iit  for  a  white  man  to 
smoke,  Trader/  " 

I  saw  P.essie  stop  her  work  and  make  as  if 
to  unswer;  but  Cavaiuui<?irs  voice  replied. 

"  Wi-  have  tiie  kind  that  about  everyone  in 
tliis  cami)  ^niokes.  It  seems  to  satisfy  most 
men." 

"  What  kind  is  it?  " 

"  T.  &  W." 

"  Ilumpb !  Like  that  kind  of  muck,  do  they? 
It's  just  about  as  ,u:ood  as  plain  Siwasli,  which 
is  a  little  worse'n  '  shee))-dip.'  " 

Cavanau.yli  went  back  to  tlie  sorting  of  his 
pa])ers,  and  Sparhawk  proceeded,  with  rough 
volubility,  to  ex])ress  liis  ojiinion  of  the  trad- 
ing companies,  the  trading  posts,  and  tlie  camp. 
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ill  laii^ujigc  that  was  scarcely  fit,  yet  not  siiHi- 
eieiitly  uiiusual,  t'oi-  Miss  Wilton's  hearing. 
She  tlioui^ht  best  to  interi'upt  hiin. 

"  If  you  wish  any  nf  tlie  tohacco,"  she  said, 
coming  down  the  little  aisle  behind  the  eoimtor, 
"  I  will  get  it  for  yon." 

]\o  socnied  for  tlie  first  tiino  to  bo  aware  of 
her  boanty,  as  he  turned  and  looked  at  lior, 
and  gave  a  soft  whistle,  as  if  astonished. 

"  Where 'd  you  blow  in  fioni,  Kid?"  ho 
asked.  And  then  before  anyoiK^  conld  intor- 
rujit,  i'obl)ed  his  speech  of  i  oughiioss  by  d(>- 
claring,  lieartily,  that  she  could  give  him  ten 
l)ounds  (jf  the  luxury. 

As  she  walked  around  the  room  lO  servo  him, 
he  sauntered  over  and  leaned  au  elbow,  and 
rested  a  leg  on  the  count(  r,  and  stared  at  her 
in  a  way  intended  to  bo  a.  arm  and  fiiendly. 

"  Say,"  ho  said,  "  I  didn't  know  tlu>y  had 
such  a  likely  lookin'  gal  here  in  this  tradin' 
post,  or  I  reckon  I'd  have  sjient  all  ji.y  time 
here  since  I  liit  the  camj).  Where  was 
you  yesterday  wlu-n  nie  and  Kovco  was  in 
here?" 

She  did  not  answer,  ])ut  hummed  a  h"ttlo  air 
to  herself  as  if  intensely  ooeupied  with  her 
task.     He  was  not  abashed. 

"  White  gals  is  righi  scarce  in  this  neck  of 
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llic  woods,"  lie  ventured.  "  Paitieiilarly 
peaelies,  like  you  l)e." 

"  fs  there  auythinf^  else  you  want?  "  slie  de- 
manded, still  i^norin;L?  his  familiarity. 

"  Yes,  you,"  lie  remarkecl,  leeriuij:  at  her. 

By  this  time  my  temper  had  arisen  to  tlie 
l)oint  where  1  proposed  to  interfere;  l)ut  I 
was  spared  that  trouhle.  Cavauauyii  su<ldenly 
walked  toward  the  ^nrl  and  said,  "  Bessie,  you 
had  better  go  up  to  your  eabin  now  and  woi-k 
at  the  hooks.  I'll  finish  waiting  on  this 
man." 

As  if  glad  of  the  opi)ortunity  to  escajje,  and 
with  a  side  smile  at  me,  she  hastened  from  ])e- 
hind  the  counter  and  out  througli  the  door. 
Sparhawk  watched  her  as  she  went,  and  then 
turned  an  insolently  hold  face  toward  the 
trader. 

"  Yum!  Yum!  "  he  chuckled.  ''  It  look.s  to 
me  as  if  I've  got  to  soi't  of  keeji  hangin'  around 
liere  more'n  I  liave  been!  That  is  sure  some 
sweet  baliy!  " 

Cavanaugh  suddenly  leaned  [oward  him,  and 
from  where  I  sat  I  could  see  the  set  muscles 
of  his  face.  And  they  were  set  in  a  way  tliat 
was  new  to  rne.  They  suggested  something  of 
tliat  rumor  wliich  marked  liim  as  deadly. 

*'  So  you  tL:nk  you'll  li.. ng  around  here  more, 
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do  you.'  Well,  I  make  no  apolo<;fy  for  saying 
that  you'll  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  he  re- 
marked. "  In  i'a.  t,  if  you  say  anything  more 
about  tlie  young  kidy  whose  guardian  I  happen 
to  be,  you'll  not  hang  around  the  cam})  vcr}' 
long,  either." 

Sparhawk's  face  lost  its  grin,  and  lie  took  a 
>^te[)  or  two  backwai'd. 

"  Well,  say,  P>oss,"  he  replied,  "  I  didn't  go 
for  to  give  no  offense.     I'm  a — — " 

'*  That's  all  that  is  necessary!  "  .snapi)od  tlio 
trader.  "  Only  that  you  will  ]i(rhai)s  remem- 
ber that  I  do  not  |)ermit  anyone  to  make  re- 
marks eonecrning  ]\Iiss  Wilton.  What  else  do 
you  want  to  buyf  " 

8parhawk  looked  around,  winked  at  me, 
named  some  smaller  pi'ovisions,  and  stood  silent 
while  Cavanaugh  tied  uj)  the  bundle.  The  poke 
that  fell  on  the  counter  was  fairly  heavy,  and 
Cavauaugh,  as  if  in  baste  to  ))e  rid  of  liis  cus- 
tomer, mani})ulated  the  gold  scales  rapidly,  and 
took  out  his  dole.  He  tied  and  tossed  the  poke 
back,  and  ])ofore  Sparhawk  could  put  it  in  his 
l)0cket,  was  again  fumbling  in  fi'ont  of  liis  safe 
with  his  back  turned  on  the  objectionable  one. 
Sj)arhawk,  as  if  to  assert  liis  independence, 
M'histled  gayly  as  he  passed  out  into  the  open, 
and  uoisilv  slannned  the  door  behind  him.    Al- 


ICO 


Till-:  MOCCASINS  Ol'  (lolJ) 


I 


it 


most  lUKMiiiscioiisly  I  luriH'd  jiiid  sp.-it  as  if  to 
i-('licvc  my  mouth  d"  a  liad  taste,  and  t'l-om  that 
im'iaiit  had  a  wcii formed  dislik,.  for  the  ad- 
veiitui'er.  Cavanaii^di  h)ol<ed  up  at  me  witli  his 
slow  smile  and  said,  "  That  man  will  have 
lroul)le,  [  fear,  hefoi'e  Ion^^  unless  lie  assunu's 
a  difterent  air  in  this  camp." 

AVIiat  reply  I  mij^lit  have  made  was  not 
voiced,  for  just  then  the  door  opened  boister- 
ously, and  in  came  Kentucky,  loudly  detnand- 
ing  when  we  were  to  '•  hit  the  tiail." 

"  Now,"  said  I,  anxiou  ■  to  leave  the  camp 
behiiiil. 

I  bade  Ca\-anau,<i:li  .c^ood  by,  and  pulled  my 
])arka  tighter  around  my  throat,  the  lajis  of 
my  caj)  down  over  my  ears,  and  led  the  way. 
Kentucky  whistled  as  he  followed  behind  i  le 
througb  the  length  of  the  camp,  and  until  we 
liad  i»asso(l  tlio  last  cabin  and  swung  out  toward 
the  long  incline  leading  to  Mie  lirst  divid(>,  when 
't  became  no<'essary  for  him  to  liusj).'iTid  his 
breatli  and  settle  into  the  steady  plod  of  the 
outward  ])ound.  As  we  gained  tho  rise  we  saw 
ahead  of  ns,  outlined  against  the  snow  and 
working  in  and  out  nmrtng  tlie  bare  siKcf 
})irclies,  the  foi'ms  of  other  Iravc'  ms;  |)ut  did 
not  waste  time  i?!  :  peculation  a."  to  their  iden- 
tity.    Ka})idly  we  gained  on  them,  anil  at  last 
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overlook  a  licavily  loiuicd  sIcmI,  imllcd  l)y  worn 
(l()i;s.  Toiling'  aloiiiif,  ami  lloiiiKlcrin^'  Ihtc  ami 
there  ill  the  stiow  at  the  side,  was  a  man  with 
the  ,n<'<'  poh'  ill  one  hand,  and  a  vo])V  across  his 
shouldei-,  dra.u^jiin.i;-  to  his  i'nll  strength;  an<l 
hciiiiid,  I)(ii1  far  forward,  and  phinting  her  nux;- 
easins  heavily  on  the  snow  to  get  solid  foothold, 
was  a  s(iuaw.  We  eanie  abreast  of  them,  and 
discovered  that  it  was  Constantino  ard  his  sis- 
ter, Mary,  the  Big  Chicken,  taking  their  outfit 
up  to  Marook's  claim  on  Hunter  ''r-ek.  The 
girl's  face  had  lost  its  choerfulness  oi  .he  night 
liefore,  and  she  looked  sullen  and  <j.  ,..o.iteutod. 
Constantine  was  grave  and  steady. 

Kemoinbering  the  story  told  me  by  Cnva- 
uaugh,  1  eyed  them  with  much  interest,  and 
paused  long  enough  to  exchange  a  f«nv  words, 
and  to  tell  Cuii^tantine  w^here  thore  was  a  short 
cut  which  would  save  him  some  work. 

"  Geo!  But  doesn't  the  Big  Chicken  look 
ugly  this  mornln'?"  Kentucky  laughed  after 
Avo  had  ])assed  them.  "  Don't  blamo  her.  If  I 
had  gold  moccasins,  and  was  a  klootdi,  I'd 
\vaut  to  dog  it  a  while,  instead  of  slii)])in'  off 
my  glad  rags,  gottiu'  into  a  donim  parka,  and 
hoavin'  myself  against  a  sled." 

T  wondered  if  he  s.ispected  all  that  was  told 
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liy  tlic  |-«'tl  j^oltl;  l)ut,  OJI  tlioiii^lil,  \v;is  ccrtiiiii 
tli.'it  In-  did  not,  lor  I  (loiilitcil  wlictlicr  even 
r>('ssic   W'illoi;  \v;is  awjU'c  of  tlio  dci.iils. 

"  I  \\<nildii't  mind  liaviu'  fliosr  golden  shoes 
aloii^  nlioul  now,  niysclt',''  lu'  said,  with  a  sii,di, 
and  1  I'clt  SOI  TV  for  him,  knowinuf  that  money 
ah)ne  was  all  that  prevented  him  from  fuKill- 
meiit  of  iiis  ha|i|iiness.  .My  twiuyc  of  jeah)usy 
icturned  for  an  instant,  and  1  had  lu  tight  it 
down. 

As  we  ))h»dde(l  ah)nn'  in  the  brightness  of  the 
morning  and  the  hracing  cohl,  we  heard  some- 
one swinging  throngh  the  turn  of  the  trail  com- 
ing from  the  creek,  and  in  a  mimite  more  a 
Vi.ice  shouted:  "Hello,  there!  Is  that  yon, 
Iventucky  .'  1 've  been  looking  for  you.  Y'ou're 
just  the  man  I  want." 

It  was  the  jtrosperous  Mcdiraw,  who  had  the 
best  claim  on  our  gulch. 

"What's  up.'"  (piestioned  Kentuchv  liope- 
fully. 

"  You  aren't  doing  anything,  are  you,  just 
now  ?  ' ' 

"  No.  Sorry  to  admit  it.  Want  a  good, 
husky  young  feller  like  me.'  " 

''  Yes.  I  want  you  to  do  some  assessment 
work  for  me.  I've  got  two  ciaims  on  Hunter 
Creek,  and  you  can  do  them  both.    Cavanaugh 
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l«'lls  iiic  tliiit  M  iiMfivc  iiaiiicil  i 'oiisf.'iiitiiic  is 
^oiii;,'-  to  !)(>  on  the  cifck  with  his  sister. 
They've  ^ot  <i  ciihiii  there,  and  when  they  conic 
niayhe  yon  conM  anaiiije  to  ^ct  in  their  «'al)iii 
and  sa\-e  a  tent  and  liiij  ontdt." 

"(Jood!  ^du'ie  on,"  e.\('iaiine(l  ICentiK'ky, 
in  (h'ii^'ht.  "  And  liiey'ri'  on  the  way  out  now, 
with  an  outfit.  I'll  i,'o  riicht  hack  with  you,  and 
find  out  aliout  the  cabin.  You  dou't  mind,  do 
you,  Tom?  " 

"  Mind?  "  r  hiuiilicd  at  liis  hoyish  (]uestion. 
"  Xo,  I'm  i::lad  you've  stiuck  something.  Cer- 
tainly it's  hest  for  you  to  ^o  hack  and  ask 
them*." 

They  left  me  to  t'misli  uiy  journey  alone,  and 
tell  Dan  of  the  reapi)earan('o  of  the  gaudy  foot- 
wear tluit  had  been  coimected  with  so  much  of 
tragedy. 

Koutucky  was  not  a  laggard.  Before  the  day 
was  over  lie  ai)i)earod,  pulling  a  sled  with  some 
tools,  food,  and  blankets,  and  announced  that 
lie  had  made  his  arrangements  with  Constau- 
tine,  and  was  going  over  to  begin  work.  By 
])urcliase  we  had  added  two  more  dogs  to  our 
team,  v.hicli  with  Malicula  and  Barsick  made 
four.  We  offered  to  lend  them  to  Kentuck,  but 
he  declined. 

"  I'll  run  over  and  see  you  every  evening  or 
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two,"  lie  cnllcd  back,  r.s  lie  went  luiri'ving  on 
down  tlic  tiail. 

And  lit'  k(  pi  li's  ])i'()iiiis(',  for  lu-  was  in  i>ur 
(■altin  Init  tlii'-'c  nii^dils  later,  and  tlirt  w  iiimselt' 
on  tnc  Sparc  liunk  to  sniol;c  and  talk,  lie  was  in 
liiulicr  spirits,  and  was  amused  liy  his  new 
(piarters. 

'•  Funnie;-!  ndx-up  I  ev(M'  saw,"  lie  declared. 
"  The  i'.iy-  Ciiicken's  .uot  a  uroncli  that  makes 
the  candles  smoky,  and  i  reckon  that  Constan- 
tine's  got  a  niii;'hty  big  job  to  keep  her  from 
dc-^ei'tin'  the  ship,  and  goin'  b;ick  to  the  igloos. 
Tliey  don't  know  I  can  nnth'rstand  \'m,  and  so 
T  jnst  sit  around  and  tiy  to  look  like  a  fool. 
And  the  funniest  i^art  of  it  is  that  the  Hatchet 
showed  up  the  second  (hiy,  and  he's  got  tlio 
jiypnotic  eye  on  the  l>ig  Chicken,  and  Constan- 
ti)ie  don'l  like  that;  l)ut  can't  just  see  how  to 
hell)  himself.  The  Ilalch.et  loves  ine!  Oh, 
yes!  Mavl)e  lie  thinks  f  want  to  win  that 
stpiaw.     And  say!  " 

He  suddenly  sat  up  on  the  edge  of  the  l)unk, 
and  bumped  his  head  against  the  one  above  it. 
He  rubbed  the  lu'uise,  but  went  on,  without  re- 
ferring to  it : 

"  Fxc  seen  the  gvhh'u  shoes!  Tliey'ro 
])eachcs.  all  right!  The  I'ig  Chicken  showed 
'cm  to  me.  and  Constantiiic  was  sore,     lb-  savs 
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tliore's  a  cuss  on  the  ir<»Itl  tlK'v'rc  made  of;  but 
11i(.'  i;i^'  Cliickcii  tl'iiiks  it's  a  ri,i>'lit  good  sort 
oi"  a  cuss,  and  I  a^'i-ft'd  with  licr." 

*•  WcMildii't  mind  if  tiiis  claim  was  ciirsod 
with  it  a  wiiih'.  myscit'.'"  said  Dan  gloomily,  rc- 
mcmlxTing  the  tact  that  wc  were  still  without 
pay  dii't,  alth(tiiL',h  we  had  crosscut  more  than 
two-thirds  of  the  way  across  the  gulch. 

Doul-tless  lie  was  thinking  oi  a.Il  those  de- 
pendent on  the  remittances  from  the  Oci^an 
Bank  that  had  failed  and  left  them  without 
means,  and  cut  off  fi'o?ii  communication  with 
their  ])rotector.  After  that  Kentucky's  cheer- 
ful remarks  sounded  like  chatter,  and  I  was  not 
sorry  when  he  left.  It  seemed  as  if  that  night 
were  the  beginning  of  more  atflictions  for  Dan, 
for  he  woke  uj)  in  the  morning  with  a  badly 
swollen  face,  and  all  indications  that  he  would 
suffer  fi'om  an  abscess  on  his  cheek  bone. 

"  Better  go  down  and  see  Doctor  Side- 
botham,"  1  said;  but  he  insisted  on  working 
that  day  and  the  next,  and  even  the  dogs  were 
neglected  by  him,  though  they  lea})ed  around 
liim  foi'  the  touch  of  his  caressing  hand,  and 
the  sound  of  his  caressing  voice. 

I  had  heated  hot-water  bottles,  and  i)ut  them 
against  his  swaddled  face,  and  was  just  iire- 
]>aring  to  blow  out  the  light,  when  we  heard  a 
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souikI  out  in  thf  stillness  of  the  niglit,  wiiere 
the  sctlitiule  was  so  vast  tliat  even  the  fall  of 
snow  from  a  j'ine  i)onsj:]i  heeanie  a  erasli.  It 
was  .someone  cominii'  hastily  up  the  trail.  A\  e 
waited  for  the  visitor,  who  handed  at  the 
door,  and  then  opened  it.  It  was  K<'ntucky 
Smith. 

!Ie  was  breatliless  as  he  sliut  the  <loor  l)e- 
hind  him,  and  leaned  against  it  for  a  moment, 
then  looked  around. 

"  Late,  ain't  I!  "  he  said.  "  But  I  couhln't 
wait  to  tell  you  all  wliat  I  heard.  Hello! 
What's  the  matter  with  you,  Dan?  Got  tooth- 
ache? " 

]\Iy  partner  nodded,  and  T  ex])lained  in 
words;  hut  Kentucky 's  sym])athy  was  overcome 
by  his  anxiety  to  explain  his  errand. 

"  Say,"  he  blurted  out  excitedly,  "  I  ran 
most  of  the  way  here  to  tell  you  sometlnn'. 
You  know  1  told  you  that  the  Hatchet,  that 
Sioux,  was  makin'  froo-goo  eyes  at  the  Bij? 
Chicken,  and  that  Constantine  didn't  stand  for 
it  very  well,  and  that  none  of  'em  knew  T  un- 
derstood their  lingo?  Well,  there's  big  doin's 
about  to  come  off.  Three  or  four  days,  T  reckon. 
The  Hatchet  and  the  Big  Chicken  are  goin'  to 
gallo])  off  together,  and  you  cain't  calculate 
where!     They're  goin'  after  tlie  gr..und  where 
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tliat   ^(jrrcl   lioM  coiiirs   t'l'din  I     True,    1    swear 
it!" 

Ill'  llnw'W  liiiii-cir  mi  a  --toi.l.  anil  l)aii  t'orn'ot 
Ills  iniM'i'ir-,  ami  lii'tt'd  liimscll"  to  liis  dhow, 
intent.  K('iitn<-!<  tossed  lii>  hat  (Ui  the  l)inik, 
and  wipeil  his  I'oi'cheail,  and  imllfd  hi--  hhie 
]iai'ka  over  his  head,  and  smoothed  (h)wii  his 
liair.  He  liciiau  talking  auain,  poiirin*.';  out  his 
words  in  a  t'ai"  more  rapid  flow  than  his  aeeus- 
tomed  (hawk  and  roHed  a  ei,<iarette  as  he  talked. 

"  I  don't  .uet  all  of  it,  you  understand,  but  1 
get  the  run  of  it  the  coiu-cr^ation,  1  in.eau.  I 
had  hccn  u])  to  tix  m}'  (ires,  hrcausc  1  'm  miiihty 
enger  to  give  ^Ie(iraw  somethin'  moi'e  thau 
nssessmeut  work.  I  waTit  to  Hud  somethin'  I'or 
liim,  so  I'm  sinkin"  in  wliat  seems  to  lie  the 
best  i>la('e  in  the  di'aw.  The  ti'ail  around  tlip 
oahin's  soft,  1)e('ause  there  aiirt  h«'en  many 
jt'-ople  walkiiT  o\-er  it. 

'•  Just  as  f  cauu'  to  one  si(h>  of  the  cabin,  it 
seemed  to  me  I  heard  somethin'  on  the  other, 
and  1  was  right  curious.  I  stood  -lill.  The 
door  o])ened  after  a  minutis  and  out  comes  a 
black  shape  that  1  recognize(l  as  that  fool.  Big 
Chicken.  She  slips  around  the  corner  away 
from  me,  and  so  I  just  naiui'ally  slips  around 
the  otliei'.  I  had  an  hlea  Consiantlne,  who  is 
all  rii^iil  and  a  i^ood  feller,  was  a>leen. 
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'*  'I'lici'c'.-  iiiiollicr  l)!;i  •!<  slmjtc  out  Wwro 
■\vlicii  1  jHtkc-  my  lif.-id  nrnmid,  Jiiid  it  \v;is  the 
llati'lict.  1  pulled  l);ick  ini.ulity  sudden,  be- 
cnu-c  tli('>'  were  not  more  t!i;m  tln'cc  tVct  I'imui 
iiic,  and  I  could  licar  cvci'ytiruiu-  llicy  said.  .\s 
far  as  I  can  make  out,  wlioever  ,^ave  liei'  (lii>se 
moccasins  told  lier  where  the  ,i;()ld  came  Iihmu, 
and  tlie  Hatchet  has  talked  her  into  uoin'  after 
it.  They'd  liave  taken  ("on>tantine.  l)ut  lie 
doesn't  like  the  Hatchet.  So  they're  ij^oiu'  to 
leave  him.  Sh<''d  put  it  up  to  him  liet'ore,  hut 
lie's  afraid  of  the  i!,hosts,  and  set  liis  foot  down, 
and  sail]  she  shouldn't  g'o  anywhere  or  tell  any- 
one if  lie  could  li(>lp  it." 

He  ])au>ed  to  roll  a  cigarette  for  Han,  and 
then  went  on : 

•'  The  Biii'  Cliieken's  some  soft  on  this 
Hatchet  man,  because  he's  different  from  a 
Siwash.  She's  ag'i'eed  to  i;o  with  him.  They're 
goin'  to  pull  out.  I  caiii't  un<lerstand  that  na- 
tive way  of  tellin'  (hiys  by  the  full  moon;  but 
as  near  as  T  can  make  out,  the  Hatchet  leaves 
in  a  week  or  so  for  Taninaw.  Sne's  to  tell 
(' onstantine  that  she's  sick  of  livin'  on  Trunt(M- 
Creek,  and  is  yoin'  down  to  the  villai»-e;  but 
she  .lioes  riij^ht  on.  She  is  to  meet  the  Hatchet 
down  by  the  K'amparts.  Then  they  ud  to 
^J'aninaw,    and    tell     folks    thev're    buck    and 
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sfjiiaw,  all  ri^lil,  lay  in  some  grul»,  and  pull 
out. 

"  And  llu'v  don't  i?()  u|)  the  Tatiinaw  the 
way  tli('\'ri'  to  make  hclli'xi'.  Tlicy  stall  in 
that  dirccticjn,  then  make  a  bi^'  I'ircle,  ami  conn' 
back  on  the  north  side  ol"  the  Vnkon  in  that 
little  ri\-ev  that  comes  in  alK)ut  there,  and 
they're  to  go  up  to  its  h(»ad,  and  over  the  Yukon 
hills  and  oJ'i"  north,  to  where  it  seems  they 
reckon  Sam  IJarstow  found  that  gold.  Xow, 
what  do  yon  think  of  that.'  " 

lie  paused  with  an  air  of  trinmi)li,  and  Dan 
lifted  himself  still  higher  in  his  bunk,  while  I 
thought  of  all  that  was  involved. 

"  You  mean  that  the  thing  to  do  is  to  trail 
'em .'  "  Dan  mumbled. 

"  Sure!  Get  after  'ein,  and  stake  the  claims 
next  to  theirs.    They  cain't  grab  it  all!  '" 

Dan,  liolding  his  hand  to  his  swollen  face, 
looked  wistful. 

"  r<l  think  over  takin'  a  clianc<>,"  he  sai<l, 
"  if  my  jaw  was  better.  But  i)shaw  !  Tom  and 
me'd  be  fools!  We're  bound  to  get  somethin' 
liei'e,  sooner  or  later.     What's  the  use!  " 

He  settled  bai  k  into  his  l)unk  again,  and 
nestled  his  aching  face  against  the  water  bottles. 
Kentucky  looked  his  disai)pointment. 

"  \'ou  can't  tell  anvthing  about  the  reliabil- 
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ity  of  t!u'.-('  ii;iti\"  yuni:-.  ;i!iy\\,,y,"  I)an  aiMcd. 
"  Jl"  IM  fo!l(MV(l  every  trail  n\'  tliat  kind  f've 
licanl  altdUl  :-illce  I '\-e  heeii  ill  this  eollIltl'N',  1'<1 
have  heeii  ti'ail-\\()!ii  to  a  sliadow,  and  so  sore- 
fooled  my  iHoeca-iiis  wouldn't  Iiold  my  feet. 
Of  t'uurse,  Hai'stow  i;'»t  it  -oiiieu  lieie;  luit  no- 
body can  see  whether  th<'  IJii;-  Chicken  or  any- 
body e]>e  has  any  idea.    And  Sam's  dead." 

It  was  on  tile  tip  of  my  tonuue  to  tell  them 
what  1  knew,  and  the  words  weic  thitterinu:  in 
my  month,  when  1  checked  mysi-lf,  reni<'ml)ei-- 
ing-  that  Cavanauiili  had  told  me  in  a  contiden- 
tial  mood.  J  did  not  sliare  the  lra<ler's  snpcr- 
stition,  nor  tlie  Indian  belief,  that  this  ,i>old,  ot- 
any  ^old  taken  fi'om  the  eaiHi,  was  foredoomed 
to  bring  evil  on  those  who  fonnd  it.  I  saw  in 
the  grewsome  tale  coimected  with  it  merely  ;i 
history  of  oversnffering  in  the  case  of  Bill 
AVdton,  and  coincidence  in  the  tnrgid  drama 
played  ])y  Pitkok,  I>arstow,  Marie  Devinne,  and 
Spich'r  l\iggs. 

Gold,  being-  inanimate,  might  not  choose  its 
masters,  and  on  them  res'ed  the  responsibility 
for  its  nse.  To  atti'mpt  l.»  trail  the  Big  Chicken 
and  her  Sionx  lover  would  be  no  jiygmy's  task; 
but,  with  on-  own  claim  jjroving-  fallow,  I  might 
liave  undertaken  it  had  Dan  l)een  agreeable. 
Now  it  was  out  of  the  question,  and,  moreover, 
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there  \\;i>  nothing'  Init  Kentucky's  eavesdidp- 
\>'\nii,  ('<»iijectui-e'^,  and  imrtiiil  knowliMlijc  oi"  the 
native  ton-rue,  to  eausr  considnalion.  It 
seemed  Ijest  that  1  >h(ni!d  join  with  Dan's  atti- 
tude. 

"  Oh,  i'or<,n't  a'l  al)oiit  it,"  I  said.  "  It  niiM'ht 
be  a  ehauce,  but  the  odds  are  it  wouhl  i)r()ve 
a  fake.  (Jo  home,  and  go  to  bed,  and  make  up 
your  mind  that  if  you  can  tind  sometiiing  for 
]\lc(jra\v,  he'll  do  better  by  you  than  lead  you 
olf  on  a  wild-goose  chase." 

I  saw  the  boyish  enthusiasm  in  Kentuck's 
eyes  die  away  to  a  look  of  disa|)i)ointment,  and 
ho  put  liis  hat  on  his  head. 

"  Mind  you,  Kentuck,"  I  added.  "  we're 
grateful  to  you  for  coming  over  to  tell  us  about> 
this;  but  we  are  the  singed  ducks.  We  have 
stampeded  too  many  times.  If  it  goes  to  any- 
thing more  certain,  there  will  be  time  enough 
for  us  to  jojn  in.  How  does  McGraw's  claim 
look?  Any  colors,  or  have  you  got  down  to 
the  gravel  yet .'  " 

lie  would  not  permit  me  to  change  tlie  sub- 
ject, and  sat  there  for  an  hour  offei-ing  argu- 
ments in  favor  of  his  ]ioi)e.  And  he  went  away 
dejected  because  we  liad  not  iunnediately  en- 
thused with  liim,  and  grasjied  what  he  believed 
to  be  an  opportunity.    In  five  minutes  after  be 
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left,  our  <';il);ii  \v;i-  d.'iik  mid  -^till,  ;iii(|  |);iri,  wnrii 
out  l"r(»ni  woik  ;m(|  two  icstlcs^  iiluiits,  \\;i.s 
;isl('C|i,  wliilc  I,  on  tiiy  liack,  ;iii<l  with  wide  eves, 
stared  at  the  wiiiddw  opciiiiii,^,  whose  litth^ 
s(|uafes,  l)efo,ii:<;(Ml  l.y  th-'  outer  frost,  looked 
like  jtallid  sLieets  stuck  upon  the  wall. 
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TiiERi:  is  a  point  of  pliy,-  ical  (■n(lni';ni('o,  wIhm'o 
ev(>n  til.'  rarest  fortituilc  Iwcaks.  The  cxccu- 
tioTKM-s  and  torturers  of  old  knew  this,  hnt  it 
was  no*  within  their  power  to  intlict  such  suffer- 
in^''  as  eonii's,  oeeasic.nally,  in  the  eour>e  of  or- 
dinary lives.  And  so  it  was  that  my  stoic  pait- 
ner's  fortitude  ,o-ave  way,  and  he  arose  from  his 
bunk  after  another  sleepless  ni<,dit  with  a  iji'um- 
)jlin<^  surrender. 

"I  think,"  ho  said,  "that  I  shall  have  to 
^ive  in.  I'm  ^-oiiii;:  dowu  to  the  camp  to  make 
a  call  on  the  docto:-." 

"Good!"  1  exclaimed.  "I  tlionght  you 
would  como  to  it  sooner  or  lat(M-.  That  is  what 
f  asked  you  to  do  in  the  first  i)la('c.  I'll  ii;o 
down  with  you,  and  wo  will  liave  tliis  affair 
over  with.  And  what's  more,  we  will  take  the 
dogs.  It  isn't  much  fun  to  run  with  a  jumping 
jaw,  and  the  exercise  will  do  them  good.  You 
can  ride." 

He  tried  to  object,  but  there  was  a  weakness 
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of  will  in  lii>  .■xj.ic'^-idti  ;ni'l,  i'c-;ir<lli'ss  of  his 
assci'lioii  that  he  liil  wot  '•  |H()|i(t>c  to  lie  iihiIIv- 
('0(l(lh'(l,"  I  went  out  jiihI  called  them  to  the  Jiar- 

]R'>S,    which    fhry    I'cllictailtiN     accepted.       \'et,     ,c» 

stroH.iT  is  habit,  tlie\  diopiied  to  their  neciis- 
t()iiie<l  places,  and  the  hiy;  niay  Malieiiln  ap- 
pearecl  even  vi\is;('v  to  assert  his  piMud  position 
of  lender;  for  lie  sjood  o\-er  the  out>truii,iJ: 
leashes  and  harked,  and  whined,  and  threat- 
ene(l,  while  the  others  a,l,^•lin  hecaino  servitors 
in  the  team.  I  slipjx'd  the  harness  over  his 
hip,  loyal  head  and  stopjM'd  to  pat  liini  before 
1  straiphtoned  nj)  and  shouted  toward  the  blank 
wall  of  the  cabin  that  all  was  in  readiness. 

Dan,  TnutHed  into  his  parka  hood  until  his 
head  looked  inordinately  largo,  camo  out,  elosfd 
the  door  bohind  him,  and  climbed  into  the  sled 
while  1  rostrainotl  the  big,  plunging  beast  that 
was  eager  to  swing  out  after  nie  into  the  wintry 
trail. 

"All  right:"  I  (pieried  in  a  shout  that 
sounded  iadiculon>ly  loud  in  that  gi'eat  stillness, 
and,  on  receiving  an  asscMit,  led  the  way  on  a 
run.  ^falieula  fell  in  behind  me  so  closely  that 
now  and  then  I  had  t(^  warn  him  off  my  heels. 
The  light  sled  slij)ped  over  the  snow,  tlie  dogs 
quieted  to  a  jiersistent  trot,  and  the  liard  trail 
seemed  to  glide  from  beneath  us  as  we  hurried 
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{i\\;iy  on  .mr  riKTcirul  criaihl.  \\'<'  cros'^cd  tli«' 
loii,^^  white  >|>;i(r  .if  tlic  liii;   >ttc;im  ;iii(|  cliinlte.l 

llic  >|u|i('^  l)cy«)Il<l.  W'c  tl'oltcil  o\ci'  the  uliitc 
('Xl'nilSf  uliicli  ill  slIMiriici'  \v;i-  ;i  liin--;c()\ccc(| 
tuiidni  with  hii^^'r  hnii|i^,  "  ni;;i;cr  hf;itl>,"  to 
iinpi'ilc  pio^rc.-s  jupI  tra])  the  unwary.  \Vc 
scaU'd  tho  slope  haek  of  the  camp,  and  >\ud 
(iiiwnwani  with  a  ru.>h,  to  lialt,  jiaiiliiig,  Ix't'orc 
tlic  sui'i'con's  dddi". 

"  Here  wc  are!  "  I  cried,  with  ar\  attcinjit  at 
jocularity,  wliich  app«'arcd  to  fall  llat  under 
tile  cii'cuiii-lance-:,  ;in(|  ;is  |)aii  passed  in,  led  the 
do^^s  around  l.»  the  i-eai-  of  the  oahin  where  I 
knew  there  was  a  liospitahle  little  "  shack  "  de- 
voteil  to  the  warmth  of  ti'ail-heated  do.ii;s.  Into 
this  wai'in  sheltei-  1  turned  the  team,  kuowinj;- 
that  our  stay  in  the  camp  mii;ht  consume  tho 
better  part  of  a  day.  I  sli})pe(|  the  liaruoss 
from  them  at  tiie  door  and  put  them  in,  one 
by  one,  with  the  exce{)tion  of  Malicula,  whom 
I  alii»n('d  to  remain  at  lai\i^e  as  my  companion. 
And  M»  we  two  went  back  to  the  doctor's  door, 
wliicli  we  opened  and  entered. 

"  If  I  lia<l  drills  better  a.lapted  to  this  work," 
the  doctor  declared,  as  we  stood  inside,  "  it 
would  be  a  comparatively  simj^le  matter;  but 
this  is  liable  to  be  a  i)ainful  operation  per- 
fomied  bv  hand." 
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It  did  ii'.>t  sound  promising  for  my  sulYiMiiii;- 
partner,  who  was  loaned  back  across  a  home- 
made chair  with  a  painfully  opened  mouth. 

"  Dan  will  have  to  stay  here  for  two  or  three 
days  at  least,"  declared  Sidebotham,  lookin<^ 
at  me.  "  Pll  have  to  make  a  wa\'  of  drainin;SJ: 
this.     He  shou'd  have  come  sooner." 

I  sui)presse(l  the  "  I-told-you-so  "  which 
tripi)ed  to  the  end  of  my  tonuue. 

The  doctor  began  his  woi'k  with  the  small 
supi)ly  of  tools  at  his  command,  and  I  sat  closely 
by,  compassionaie  yet  lielpless.  It  was  at  least 
an  liour  before  my  partner  and  I  stood  out  in 
front  of  the  ^"'oor,  he  with  a  se.ise  of  relief,  and 
I  with  nothing  Imt  words  to  help  him  to  recov- 
ery. His  head  was  muffled  to  speechlessness. 
That  portion  of  his  fare  wiiich  showed  was 
white  and  drawn.  We  turned  do^vn  toward  the 
main  street  of  tli(>  camp,  and  with  slow  ste{)S 
traversed  its  length.  T  left  him  in  conversation 
with  flopkins,  for,  to  ])e  truthful,  I  hoped  sadly 
for  a  minute's  or  more  talk  vrith  Bessie  Wilton. 

Slowly  I  made  my  way  down  to  the  post.  [ 
opened  the  do(^r  and  stared  within.  Three  or 
four  i)rosiieotois  were  standing  with  hands  com- 
fortably Viohind  them,  wai'miu!;-  themselves  in 
front  of  the  hos))itable  stove.  The  smoke  of 
their  pipes  and  cigarettes  wafterl  upward  into 
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a  cluiid  in  (lie  tiuict,  dark,  ui)j)ci-  suii";u'e  of  Ihe 
place.  Tho  siucll  of  pelts  and  sugar,  of  rice 
jiud  kerosene,  blended  as  usual  into  a  homely 
savor  of  \vel(()in(\  ( 'avanaugh  lounged  across 
liis  counter,  his  slender,  masterful  fingers  drum- 
ming on  the  i)ine  boa^'d  beneath  him.  The  roar 
of  the  tire,  swet'ping  out  through  the  drum, 
sounded  Uirge  and  strange  in  tliat  little  nook 
in  the  great  wilderness— for  wilderness  it  was, 
despite  th(>  tiny  work  of  nicn  who  were  but 
pygmies  in  its  vast  lieart.  Taciturn  men  they 
wer( — men  of  short  sentences,  and  each  break 
of  the  silence  was  pregnant  with  some  thought 
vital  to  each.  The  tales  of  far-off  <'am])s,  the 
spoken  records  of  })ans,  the  chronicles  of  i)riva- 
tions  and  miseries,  all  were  expressed  in  brev- 
ity. 1  looked  around  the  counters,  ever  seek- 
ing beliind  them  a  face.  Bessie  was  not  there! 
I  made  my  way  to  the  group,  joined  it,  and, 
like  its  members,  stood  with  my  liands  beliind 
me,  feeling  foi-  warmth.  It  is  a  wonderful  ac- 
tion— that  feeling  for  heat  in  climes  where  the 
blood  cliills  unaware! 

Not  until  then  did  I  realize  that  Malicula 
had  not  followed  me  in.  I  ])eered  into  the  half- 
gloom,  but  did  not  see  him.  I  took  a  step  or 
two  toward  the  door  and  called  him.  I  stepped 
to  the  door  and  oj^ened  it,  letting  in  the  chill 
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dusk  of  mid-day  in  tiiat  latitude.  The  doj?  was 
not  tliero  and,  -ertaiii  that  he  eould  be  loiuid 
wlien  wanted,  I  closed  the  door  and  resumed  mv 
l)hioe,  feeling,  rather  than  expressing,  the  lone- 
liness of  any  spot  where  .Miss  ^Vilton  was  not 
visible.  The  (piict  conversation  dragged  along 
for  ten  minutes,  witli  its  regulai'ity  of  silence 
broken  only  by  the  puffing  sound.  The  little 
clock  u])  over  Cavanaugh's  i)ine  desk  ticked  so 
loudly  that  it  sounded  explosive  in  its  i)unctu- 
ated  violence.  The  scratching  of  Cavanaugli's 
pencil  seemed  boisterous,  as  he  scrawled  over 
a  list  of  supplies  that  would  be  wanted  in  the 
distant  si)ring.  So  still  was  it  that  we  could 
hear  through  the  thick  cabin  walls  and  the  plank 
door  the  cruncliing  sound  of  a  man's  feet  as  he 
ai)i)roached  the  ti'ading  post.  Just  outside  the 
door  we  heard  his  voice. 

"  Get  out  of  the  way!  "  he  commanded,  and 
cou]ded  his  order  with  an  oatli. 

Almost  immediately  fallowing  this  we  heard 
the  impact  of  a  foot,  a  dog's  yell  of  ])ain  and 
auger,  followed  by  a  fierce,  snarling  growl.  I 
ran  to  the  door,  foi'  it  seemed  to  me  there  was 
something  familiai-  in  that  animal  outcry.  I 
threw  it  oi»en,  and  was  just  in  time  to  see  Spar- 
hawk  tightuig  off  \[alicula.  whom  lie  had  e^■i- 
dently  kicked.     The  man  was  kicking  sava-olv 
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and  tugging'  at  a  pistol  which  had  got  entangled 
in  the  folds  of  his  denim  i)arka.  1  lost  no  time 
in  jumi)ing  out  l)et\veen  him  and  the  beast,  and 
commanding  the  latter  to  lie  down.  Reluctantly 
-Malicula  ceased  his  attack,  but  stood  with  his 
wolf  ruff  raised,  his  eyes  gleaming  like  twin 
coals  of  fire,  and  his  big  fangs  exposed  between 
snarling  lii)s. 

"  Look  out,  Tom!  "  someone  in  the  doorway 
shouted,  and  I  whirled  toward  Sparhawk,  in- 
stinctively feeling  that  from  behind  me  some 
sort  of  attack  threatened.  The  adventurer  had 
liberated  his  gun  and  was  jumping  sidewise  to 
get  a  fair  shot  at  my  dog. 

I  had  not  time  to  shout  a  warning.  All  I 
could  do  was  to  luuge  at  him.  There  was 
scarcely  three  feet  between  us,  and  even  in  that 
short  space,  just  as  1  caught  his  wrist  and 
jerked  it  upward,  the  gun  was  discharged.  T 
clung  to  him,  but  he,  enraged,  threatened  me. 

''Just  liuld  on  a  moment!"  I  demanded. 
"  I'll  attend  to  my  dog!  You've  no  occasion 
to  shoot,  or  to  spill  any  more  of  your  temper!  " 

Even  then  I  would  have  released  my  hold  on 
his  wrist,  but  sensed,  from  its  tensity  and  his 
unceasing  struggh'  to  free  liii>iself,  that  did  I  do 
so  he  might  shoot  either  me  or  the  dog,  as  his 
rage  directed.    I  was  not  quite  as  tall  as  Spar- 
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liawk,  iioi-  nearly  so  licavy;  l)iit  T  Iiad  tlio  ad- 
\antag('  of  clean  li\in^  wliilr  lie  was  still  suffer- 
in,!,^  from  ak'oliolisiM.  Moi'eo\-er,  all  my  youth 
liad  been  passed  in  athletic  exercises,  an<l,  I 
say  it  without  boasting',  I  was  no  mean  amateur. 
Hence,  there  was  not  a  ti'ick  of  hands  or  feci 
in  self-defense  or  aggression  of  which  I  was  not 
a  fair  master.  Once,  in  my  college  days,  L  had 
been  a  di'votee  of  jiujitsu,  and  now,  for  the 
first  and  only  time  in  my  life,  I  was  driven  to 
use  it  to  (piel!  and  disarm  the  infuriated  Spar- 
liawk.  I  threw  ray  right  knee  sharply  against 
the  inside  of  his  left,  and  had  he  not  g-iven 
ground  would  certainly  have  broken  his  le,g.  At 
tlie  same  time  I  gave  the  wrist  holding-  the 
pistol  a  sharp  wrench.  The  hand  suddenly  re- 
laxed, and  the  gun  went  flying  through  the  air 
and  into  the  tramjileil  miow  in  front  of  the  i)()st. 
One  of  the  men  who  had  crowded  through  the 
doorway  ran  and  ])icked  it  up,  evidently  fearing 
that  S])arhawk  would  recover  it  and  turn  th(> 
brawl  into  an  encomitiM-  of  human  tragedy. 
S]-)arliawk  hesitated,  breathed  heavily,  and  took 
a  slei)  toward  mc  with  his  lieavv  fists 
clenched. 

'^  Hold  on!  "  T  conunandcd  him.  "  Just  try 
to  cool  off  a  little!  There's  no  use  in  t)ur  fight- 
ing o\er  nothing." 
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He  st()|)i)t'(l,  liut  appeared  to  gain  more  anger. 
Still  I  tried  to  avoid  a  eontinuation  of  the 
quarrel,  for  I  wanted  it  not. 

''  That  dog  wouhl  never  have  jumped  you 
unless  you  did  something  to  him,  Sparhawk,"  I 
went  on.  "  Vou  kicked  him.  I'm  sure  of  that. 
AVe  heard  it  there  on  the  in^  do.  You  had  no 
business  to  do  tiiat.  You're  no  eheehahco.  You 
know  the  rules  of  this  country,  and  that  one 
man  never  kicks  another's  dog  if  it  can  be 
helped." 

He  did  not  answer  quickly  enough  to  suit  me, 
and  I  fear,  on  thinking  it  over,  that  I  was  hasty, 
or  heated;  for  I  added,  "  Anyhow,  I'll  not  i)er- 
mit  any  man  living  to  kick  that  dog — and  that 
goes  for  all  it  is  worth!  " 

Before  I  could  even  plant  myself  Sparhawk 
struck  at  me.  I  was  barely  in  time  to  duck  the 
huge  fist  that  came  smashing  toward  my  face. 
Almost  from  under  my  feet  something  gray 
shot  fonvard  with  such  force  that  Sparhawk, 
t"keu  by  sui'prise,  was  thrown  backward  into  the 
snow.  Malicula  had  come  to  my  defense,  and 
now  lunged  furiously,  with  a  wolf  cry,  for  the 
prostrated  man's  throat.  I  was  barely  in  time 
to  prevent  him  from  setting  his  fangs,  and  thus 
saving  my  antagonist's  life!  for  I  am  convinced 
that  once  he  had  gained  his  hold,  Malicula  would 
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have  torn  the  prosi)tH'tor's  throat   wide  with 
one  sweeping,  cutting  gnasli. 

I  caught  the  dog,  and  with  difTiculty  re- 
strained him,  for  he  struggh'd  to  get  loose  and 
threatened  to  attack  me  in  order  to  regain  iiis 
liberty.  I  picked  him  up  and  threw  him  bodily 
inside  the  trading  post,  and  someone,  (,'ava- 
naugh,  T  think,  shimmed  tlie  door  shut.  I 
started  back  to  try  to  argue  with  Spariiawk  for 
a  peaceable  conclusion  of  the  incident;  but  even 
as  I  turned  he  struck  me,  so  (juickly  had  he  re- 
gained his  feet.  I'e  rushed  to  kick  me  as  T 
fell  back  into  the  snow.  The  men  in  front  of 
the  post  seized  him  and  held  him.  There  were 
shouts  of  "  Fair  i)lay,  there !  Fair  play !  None 
of  that!  "  and  his  oaths  and  threats  as  he  strug- 
gled to  release  himself. 

I  got  to  my  feet.  T  was  not  stunned,  nor 
seriously  hurt;  but  all  the  anger  I  h.ad  re- 
strained had  climbed  to  the  h.eated  jioint,  and  I 
resolved  to  fight  it  out  with  the  adventurer  then 
and  there,  and  have  a  definite  end  to  this 
quarrel. 

"  Let  go  of  him!  "  T  shouted.  "  T  can  take 
care  of  myself.  If  he's  so  anxious  to  tight, 
give  him  his  chance." 

In  every  primitive  country  where  the  ele- 
mental is  liberated,  there  are  some  men  who 
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fn,i(.y  a  li<^lit,  whoso  blood  runs  j'astor  in  tlio 
in'cscncc  of  a  fray.  Ono  of  tlicse  shouted, 
"  l!<ild  on  a  niinutu  till  I  see  if  lioV  f^^ot  anotlier 
Kiiii  or  a  knife,"  and  ran  his  hands  under  Spur- 
liawk's  ('h)tliin,i,''. 

1  hastily  sti'ippcd  off  my  parka.  In  tlie  same 
intei-  •  t  for  fair  [.lay  tlicy  i)nlle(l  Sparhawk's 
outer  covorin.^-  over  his  head,  an<l  junii)ed  hack 
out  of  the  way.  For  the  first  time  the  advcntu- 
rci-  appeared  to  believe  tliat  this  might  prove 
a  seiious  business,  and  so  he  did  not  rush  as  [ 
had  expected,  but  delilx'i'ately  rolled  his  deeves 
up,  expo^in.i;'  .i^reat,  liairy  arms,  formida- 
ble and  dani^erous.  His  immense  chest  was  hall" 
exposed  where,  in  removin<r  his  parka,  the  men 
had  partially  unbuttoned  his  sliiit.  He  gi'innt'd 
wiekedly,  and  promised  to  kill  me  with  his  hands 
inside  tile  eomincr  tive  minutes.  T  said  nothing-, 
but  waited  for  liim  to  advance. 

We  could  not  luive  askc'i  foi'  a  better  rin,ir, 
for  there  was  a  s{.ot  around  the  frcmt  of  the 
post  where  the  snow  was  beaten  to  a  level,  but 
was  not  .dassy.  I  felt  excellent  footin.i?  1)eneath 
my  moccasins,  and  also  noted  that  Sparhawk 
was  at  a  certain  disadvantage  in  the  fact  that 
lie  was  wearing  heavy  l)0(.ts,  domied,  doubtless, 
while  loafing  around  the  camp.  I  had  no  fear 
whatever  of  the  outcome;  but   I  was  not  ren- 
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(Ici'ctl  cooler  l)y  tlio  coarse,  oljsceiie  insults  lie 
sliowiTc'l  oil  me,  my  )''ireiita^'(',  and  my  class. 
I  took  tally  of  tliem,  determined  that  I'or  each 
spoken  woi'd  he  should  pay.  1  had  not  h)n^ 
to  wait. 

On  the  instant  wlion  liis  sleeves  were  rolled 
to  his  satisfaction,  S)>arhawk  spianji;  at  me  with 
surprisin<i:  aii^ility  for  a  man  of  his  bulk.  I 
was  hard  put  to  it  to  defend  myself  for  a  full 
minute  and  a  half,  as  he  slanuned  blow  after 
blow  toward  nw,  and  rushed  continually.  I 
found  need  for  all  my  footwork,  as  I  worked 
round  and  round  that  circle  of  trainjjied  snow, 
Nature's  rin^sj:  for  our  meetins?.  Once  1  almost 
ducked  into  a  blow  and  felt  it  graze  the  side  of 
my  head.  Once  he  landed,  fortunately  short, 
on  my  shoulder;  but  with  suflicient  force  to  half 
turn  me  round.  TIad  he  l)een  an  expert  boxer, 
Sparhawk  could  then  and  there  have  ended  the 
strug'gle,  for  1  nearly  lost  footing:  and  exposed 
a  clean  openinj?.  Before  he  could  take  advan- 
tage of  his  luck,  skill,  cr  wliatever  one  may  call 
it,  T  had  danced  1)ack  out  of  his  way  and  was 
again  on  ^iiard. 

The  adventurer  fought  with  both  hands,  and 
surprised  me  with  his  crude  knowledge,  doubt- 
less gained  \n  many  a  rough-and-tumble  (en- 
counter on  the  sea  coast  of  the  Pacific  where, 
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in  o.'ii'ly  (lays,  men  t'(>u<i:lil  for  llic  iikm'c  cxcifc- 
iiiciit  of  it  on  the  sli<;lit('st  pretext.  1  hc^'aii  to 
I'ci^aiii  my  tomjuu"  and  ^row  nioi'o  cant  ions,  for 
I  I'calizcd  that  I  was  (ii;litin<;  an  cxcctMlintrly 
(lan<'('rons  man.  lie  proved  I'csonrccfnl  wlicn 
111'  disco\<'i'(Ml  that  he  could  not  break  tliroiifi^li 
iriy  defense,  and,  with  unexpected  (|uickness, 
changed  liis  tactics.  lit'  jjuslied  forwai'd  with 
a  feint  as  if  to  strike,  and  then  luuijed  in  for  a 
.^•rapple.  Once  in  tlio  clasp  of  tlio>e  terrible 
ai'ihs  I  would  have  been  lost,  for  he  could  have 
enished  me  with  that  energetic  brut(>  sti'eniijth 
so  ably  at  ids  connnand.  I  l)arely  axoided  him, 
and  foi-  the  first  time  lashed  out. 

The  blow  was  well-timed,  but  not  close  onon,e:li 
to  do  more  than  check  him.  lie  was  siir})rised 
at  its  (piickness,  and  hesitatecl.  I  was  in  on  liiin 
a.uain,  this  time  diMviny  my  fists  into  his  face, 
fii!;htin,ii:  freedianded  with  both  liands,  disdain- 
in,c:  a  feint,  and  striking-  so  fast  that  he  was 
driven  into  the  nnpacked  snow,  whei-e  Ids  im 
pedcd  feet  cauii'ht  him.  atid  he  toi)])l(>d  ])ack- 
wai'd  to  a  sittiniz;  position. 

1  waited  for  him  to  I'ise,  and  the  crowd, 
l>lainly  s^-Tn])athizino-  with  nie,  cheered  )ne 
wildly.  Spai'hawk,  with  a  badly  biui^ed  face, 
scrambled  to  his  feet,  and  enraged  by  the 
crowd'.-,  jeering,  rushed  toward  me  to  renew  the 
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l'''inl('.      I    s;i\v    tli;i(    lie    \\;i^   1)1  ";il hi iii;-   lic;i\ily, 

jiihI  l<n('\v  tliJif  my  time  li;iil  cdiiic.     !  sprjiiii^f  to 

iiiccl  liiiii,  ;iii(|  ill  ;i  w  Iiirlw  iiid  dl"  anii-  ;in(!  (i-ts 

^l^U(•k,    tx(A    ;iu;iy,    struck    .•lu-.-iin.    >i<l(' -tcppc"!, 

jiiul  ('.•niL'Iit    him    lull   i>n   the  Jaw.      I'acm   then, 

so   j^M'cat    \va^    his   Imlk-   ami    ixiwcr,    he   merely 

st;i,n\i>(' !■('(!  and  -mothcrcl.  dctll>-,  his  h('a<I  from 

{|  second  and  more  disa>1idiis  hhiw.     'I'ime  ami 

airnin  as  he  lowered  lii>  hands   I   vinnk  him  on 

that    weak   spot,   hut    ne\cr  did    I    seem   able   to 

do    more    than    weaken    him.      The    crowd    was 

wild  with  excitement   now,  and  vairnely   I   real- 

i/.e(l,  rather  than  saw,  that  from  both  directions 

in  the  street  men  were  I'nnnin.i;'  towanl  us  over 

the  heat«'!i  trail.     They  sh-mted  as  they  came. 

The    wh<ile   cam))    wa-    excited.      it    seemed    to 

{i.^^n-avate   S[tarliawk   to   a   ,i;ri'a1er  effort,   and 

lie   made  the  sei'ious  mistake  of  lowering,''  his 

defense  and  endea-.orini;-  to  -^ive  and  lake,  thus 

liopinii^   to    heat    me   down    l)efore    his    wanin.i,'' 

streno'tji    oavc   out.      Had    he    iilav<'d    info    my 

lian<ls  with  pui'pose.  Ju-  could  have  done  no  het- 

tei-.  for  now  he  was  completely  at  my  mei'cy. 

Ah,    [   was  takini;-  toll    for  his   insults!     I   had 

lioped  for  a  IjIow  for  each  word;  ])ut   I  was  en- 

joyiiif;^  twofold  my  count. 

IMy  own  breathim^  was  beeoniiiiii'  lieavy.  my 
legs    soemcd    to    lack    spring,   my   arms    force. 
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hcspcratcly  I  ciowdcd  the  hiittlc  to  Ww  utmost. 
My  lu'ad  suain.  my  licai't  was  biiis^iri^  with  the 
sti'ain,  and  I  knew  that  I  must  Mrii-h  then  and 
thci-c,  or  I'cst.  I  yathcicd  all  my  reserve 
stn'ii,u;th  even  as  he  ti'ied  to  sei/c  me,  "•jlindly, 
tor  his  eyes  were  ahnost  ('h)se(l,  and  then  at 
last  I  put  home  the  blow  tiiat  counted!  Spar- 
hawk's  arms  suddenly  swnui^  wide,  his  fists 
unclenched,  he  reeled  on  his  feet,  pivoted,  took 
two  oi"  tiiree  aimless,  (piakiuij:  steps  forward, 
and  fell  on  his  t'ace  in  the  snow,  where  he  lay, 
unconscious  and  inert. 

Pantinjj:,  and  for  the  first  time  noting  all 
around  me,  1  stood  above  him.  The  crowd, 
ajtplaudiiis-  and  gratified,  was  abruptly  burst 
on  one  side,  and  the  circle  seemed  to  weave  and 
open  with  the  charge  of  someone  beliind.  Into 
its  edge  hi-oke  Hoyce.  his  face  red  and  inf^.raed, 
his  lips  voicing  curM  s,  and  his  whole  i.ppear- 
ance  that  of  evil  unleaslied. 

Before  I  could  ("omprehend  lie  jum])ed  across 
and  struck  at  me.  The  l)low  landed  on  my 
chest,  and  I  was  thrown  backward  against  the 
nearest  men.  Some  of  them  started  to  seize 
him,  and  then  there  came  a  curious  lull. 

Straight  U))  under  {Joyce's  chin  a  hea\"y'  Colt's 
))istol  was  thrust,  and  he  drew  back  as  if  in 
surprise    and    terror.      Between    me   and    him 
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>t<'|ip('.|  hail,  and  tlic  lattcr's  fare,  sua.l.llcl 
as  if  was.  -Iiownl  all  iiilcnl  and  jtiirpo-c  tu  kill. 
A  peculiar  and  |.(>friil  liiisji  vrrinrd  p,  have 
paraly/rd  (•\cry<>iic,  Ijoy.-c  indiidrd.  And  in 
that  linsh  Dan's  ninnililcd  words  sonndcd  lond 
and  rcsolntc. 

V(»n  make  oiw  nioi'c  \\\ny,'  at  Tdni,"  d.-- 
cliu'cd  his  \nic(".  vtcadily.  and  l'rani;lit  with  a 
deadly  earncstnes>,  "and  I'll  kill  yon  l.efoio 
yon  ca.:  hreallic  (wire.  I'v,.  ;i  notion  to  do  it 
anyhow,  jnst  on  <;('neial  prinriplcs.  do  over 
there  and  pick  yonr  paftner  np!  " 

Witli  his  Tree  hand  he  jnotioned  at  the  inert 
Sparhawk,  who  lay  at  oni-  feet  as  if  merely 
tired  of  strife  and  restin^^  peacefully  there  ou 
tlio  trainple(l  snow. 

"  ^'os,  and  if  yon  want  to  Kill  him,"  asserted 
the  cold  voice  of  Ca\anan,uli  from  the  door- 
Avay,  "  I'll  unarantee  that  the  hoys  hei'e  won't 
hantr  yon!  Dan,  it*-  up  to  you.  The  tjoht  was 
fair.  Sparhawk  had  the  advanta.^e  of  size.  He 
was  fairly  whipped.  This  camp  is  already  sick 
of  him  and  his  partnei-.  If  ycui  want  to,  you 
can  kill  him.  if  you  don't  want  to  do  that, "the 
boys  will  join  me  in  putting-  the  pair  of  them 
out  of  Xeucloviat!  " 

Kveri  then    I  wondered  at  the  trader's  pro- 
noimced  enmity;  but  he  had  chosen  the  psycho- 
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Id^ical  iiKitiiciit  as  far  a-  llii'  d'oud  \va^  cori- 
<M'rii('(l.  Tlicy  were  with  nic,  tliaiik  llcavrn! 
!•»  a  mail.  K'nycc  looked  ar'niiiwl  lliat  i-iiii,^  of 
ciicircliiij;,  lioslilc  faces.  XowImtc  did  he  mc.-t, 
any  expression  hut  a  mow  I.  He  knew  lliat  lie 
had  IT*. IK"  too  fai\  The  fumes  of  li(|uor  <'h'ared 
from  his  head,  lie  h)oKed  down  at  Sparhawk, 
liesitated  for  a  moment,  and  proved  his  diph)- 
niucy  as  ahruptly  as  he  had  proved  taeth'ss. 
He  stepped  sti'aiirlit  toward  me,  •li^-ren-ardiiiu' 
my  pai'tner's  (piiek  aiming  (d"  the  weapon,  and 
lield  out  his  liand. 

"  Voun.i.;'  fellow,"  he  said,  "  I'm  soriy  \  did 
that!  lint  when  a  man  sees  ids  pardner  down 
and  out  and  anotliei-  standin'  oxer  iiim,  lie  don't 
always  :^t(.|.  to  think.     Here,  shake,  will  you.'  " 

I  saved  them  an  exile,  I  ai'i  eonvinecd;  f(jr  I 
aceepteij  his  hand,  ^]iu\  to  have  an  end  to  it  all. 
I  turned  to  the  men  ai-ound  and  said,  "  P>oys, 
it's  just  a  mistake— the  whole  tliin.s,^  L(^t  it 
<lrop,  if  you  want  to  please  mo.  Here!  Come 
on  and  let's  get  Sparhawk  up  and  inside." 

It  was  not  necessary  for  m<'  to  assist  in 
carrying  my  defeated  antagonist  ifito  the 
warmth  of  the  jiost,  so  (piick  is  the  shifting 
sentiment  of  a  crowd.  And  now,  looking  back 
over  it  all.  F  am  not  sorry  that  in  my  moment 
of  triumi)li   1  showed  generosity.     It   was  all 
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confuse'^,  for  n  tirno,  the  close  throrii;-  in  Iho 
])Ost,  tlic  adveiitni-cr  siircad  out  on  a  counter 
and  revivin^^  under  the  application  ol"  brandy 
precious  to  the  trader,  tlic  ('onp^ratnlations  of 
those  who  liad  vvatclicd  the  fight,  the  ii-rowlini? 
censure  of  Koyce,  the  wai'iu  ton<;ne  of  Malicula 
licking  my  bruised  fists. 

There  was  something  good  in  Sparliawk,  in 
f.ome  ways,  rough  as  lie  was;  for  when  lie  sat 
up  beside  the  stove  and  met  my  eyes,  lie  gi-  jined 
feebly,  and  said,  "  There  ain't  no  use  in  my 
pretendin'  to  like  you,  l)ecause  I  don't!  Vou 
and  me  ain't  tliroug'i  >  t;  but  this  nmch  f  want 
to  say!  You're  a  ganu'  man,  and  you  fight 
clean  and  fair.  1  did  kick  your  (h)g.  And 
that's  the  one  thing  I  done  that  wasn't  on  the 
l(>ve!.  Only  remember  this!  Xo  nian  ever  yet 
took  a  fall  out  of  me— Hi])  Spai'hawk— without 
havin'  to  do  it  uk  re'n  once,  so  we  ain't  (piits 
yet,  my  laddie  buck,  and  you'll  nnd  it  out  before 
the  tr.til  ends!  " 

T  rather  liked  him  lor  that  fearh^ss  (hn-lara- 
tion.  Whi]ii)ed  as  he  was  he  would  not  con- 
descend to  lie  or  to  ('onceal  his  miimosity.  He 
iiad  ])ut  me  on  my  guard,  and  T  was  given  fair 
warning  to  watch  foi'  (hmger  signals  in  the 
future. 

"  Just  as  you  ]>lease,"  I  said,  as  Dan  tugged 
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at  my  arm  and  let]  rue  auay  from  the  post  and 
out  111*  the  clean  white  trail. 

"  You're  all  ri,i;ht,  are  you,  Tom?  "  lie  said, 
lialtin<;-  just  before  we  i-caclied  the  (hx'tor's 
cabin,  and  lookinir  at  me  with  affectionate  solic- 
itude. 

1  assui'ed  hi'  ,  tliat  T  was,  save  for  bniised 
liands,  a  bruise*!  shoulder,  and  a  sore  chest. 

"  Lord!  "  he  mumbled  gleefully.  "  Hut  that 
was  some  light!  Once  or  twice  [  thought  I'd 
liave  to  help-  but  then  I  knew  how  sore  you 
would  l)e  if  r  did,  so  I  just  had  to  grit  my  hurt 
teeth  and  watch  while  you  laced  him  to  the 
linish.     Oh,  Pard!    It  was  a  glorious  figlit !  " 

lie  tried  to  smile  at  me  through  his  swollen 
lips,  and  put  his  kindly  hand  on  my  shoulder. 
I  forgot  my  own  affairs  as  I  looked  at  him. 

"Does  it  hurt.*"  L  asked  irrelevantly,  mo- 
tioning at  his  tooth. 

"  Xot  so  much,"  he  mumbled. 

'*  J>ut  it  will  be  woi'-e  unless  you  Keep  in 
out  of  the  cold,"  assertiMJ  a  voice  behind  us, 
and  we  turned  to  see  the  doctor  standing  in 
his  doorwa\.  "  Tom,"  he  went  o7i,  '*  you  may 
as  well  reconcile  yonr;elf  to  the  loss  of  your 
])artner  for  four  oi-  live  days — maybe  a  week. 
He  can  slee{)  here  in  our  cabin.  Coleman's 
away  on  the  gulch  now,  and  he  can  have  his 
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luiiik.     Diit  hoili  of  you  come  in  lierc  now  and 
j^ct  ou\  ot"  tlio  air." 

We  obeyed,  and  the  doctor,  after  listcniiii,'  to 
Dan's  i-ecountal  of  my  nieetini;  with  Sparhawk, 
gave  me  arnica  for  my  hurt  hands,  and  much 
advice.  We  enjoyed  his  hosintaiity,  althouiih 
I  sat  brooding  over  the  misfortune  of  my  battle, 
thinking  of  liow  brutal  a  figu'^e  T  must  seem  to 
Bessie  "Wilton  when  slie  heard  that  I  liad  stood 
ni)  in  the  snow  and  l)eat(ii  a  lan  to  insensibil- 
ity.   Again  T  was  eager  to  leave  the  camp. 

I  stood  u})  to  make  my  announcenu'nt,  and 
shouted  to  Malicula,  who  was  scratching  at  the 
door  as  if  to  warn  me  that  t'lie  short  day  was 
spent,  and  dim  and  lonely  night  sli])ping 
stealthily  over  camj)  and  trail. 

"  Don't  you  worry  a])out  the  work,  old  man," 
I  said  to  my  partner,  reaching  lor  my  ])arka, 
which  hung  on  the  p»eg  near  at  hand.  "  I'll 
go  haek  to  the  claim.  I'll  keep  on  di'ifting  and 
sinking,  and  will  (hnnp  the  waste  back  into  the 
drifts  we  know  are  no  good.  Mayl)e  I'll  have 
the  pay  streak  l)y  the  time  you  come  out.  You 
just  stay  here  until  you  are  good  and  well,  aiul 
then  we  shall  tear  the  eartli  wide  ojten  np  there. 
You  remember  T  wanted  you  to  come  (h)wn  here 
and  rest  in  the  first  ]ihice." 

The  doctor  ap{)]auded  my  decision,  and  Dan 
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reluctantly  surrondorcd.  TIo  broko  orders  and 
caiiic  out  to  SCO  nic  depart,  as  the  tlog  team 
whined  and  barked  before  the  door.  I  leai)ed 
into  the  sh'd,  ajid  we  started  out  over  th.e 
smooth  trail.  I  looked  l)ack  to  see  him  still 
standing  there,  muffled  and  watching  me.  I 
waved  my  hand  in  n>-]H)nse  to  bis  parting 
salute,  and  did  n<it  reali-.e,  so  dull  is  ]irescience, 
that  I  was  to  suffer  as  men  rarely  sutfer  b(>t"ore 
1  should  again  feel  the  clasp  of  his  sturdy  and 
faithful  hand. 
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The  cabin  seemed  lonely  when  T  opened  its 
creakino:  door  on  the  night  of  my  h)nely  return. 
1  iiad  not  ai>i»re('iated  how  much  the  companion- 
ship  of  Dan  meant  1o  me  in  those  peaceful  days 
of  work  and  \u-  The  supper  was  tasteless 
M'itliout  c()mi)a.  -hip.  The  wind  moaned 
thron.irh  tlie  t,nilcli  witii  a  mor<'  lonely  note,  and 
the  peaks  hoi-derin^-  it  <(,,.,, ,,,,|  liinj,,,,.^  ,„or,> 
aloof,  and  more  chill.  The  hunk  was  less  com- 
forting- after  the  li-ht  had  heeii  extinguishod, 
and  the  blackness  settled  down.  1  awoke  to 
^york  alone,  and  the  day  i)a.s.sed  again,  in  lone- 
liness. 

In  the  Vnr  Xoi-tlu'in  country,  in  tlie  de))ress- 
mg  days  of  winter,  there  is  something  in  being 
isolated,  when  one  is  despondeiit,  that  augments 
all  one's  melancholy.  Xot  a  living  thing  liad 
been  up,  down,  or  around  me  all  day.  Tlie 
dogs  <'elt  my  mood,  and  wire  noi  companion- 
able. Even  the  "  camp  rohher,"  or  Canadian 
blue  jay,  that  sometimes  favored  me  with  bis 
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))r('SL'n('0,  had  vauislicd,  and  I  was  lel't  alone  to 
brood. 

Nor  am  I  ashamed  to  say  tliat  tlic  face  ol' 
Mlizahetli  ^^'ill()ll  was  in  my  luemory  most  of 
the  hours,  and  that  she  appeai'ed  as  an  unattain- 
able appai-ition,  a  source  of  bitter  rcj^ret.  Life 
smmned  itself  in  this,  that  f  was  to  ^o  hungry 
for  love,  and  fji;it  all  I  could  hope  for  was 
money,  a  palti'y  success.  And  of  that  there 
was  n<jne  in  si<iiit,  for  our  claim  was  still  a 
discouraging  blank. 

1  sometimes  fancy  that  the  drunkard,  or 
diinkiim-  man,  has  jiis  recompense;  for  wh(>n  1 
sat  alone  In  my  cabin  that  long  winter  evening, 
I  thouizht  iiiat  [  should  welcome  the  oblivion 
of  bestial  drunkenness  I    Anything  to  forget! 

Of  Spaihawk  1  thought  l)ut  little,  save  now 
and  then  when  I  remembered,  with  some  brutal 
satisfaction,  that  1  w;  •  iiis  master,  and  that  he 
must  know  it;  but  on  the  second  day  1  was  re- 
minded of  it  in  an  unexi)ected  manner. 

I  had  fouTid  something  that  looked  like  ()ay 
dirt,  and  was  laboriously  climbing  the  ladder 
to  hoi-t  a  bucket,  sliding  it  out  on  the  pay  dump, 
lowering  the  bucket  and  sliding  down  the  rope 
to  refill  it,  making  but  slow  })rogress.  It  was 
while  I  was  on  toj),  just  after  I  had  dumped  the 
half-barrel  ov(  r  the  end  of  the  skids,  when  I 
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was  aware  of  voices  in  the  Ix'i]  of  the  fiozeii 
stream  l)»'h)\v.  Naturally  I  paused  to  listen;  for 
in  a  land  where  monotony  rules,  the  slii^htest 
ehang-e  heeomes  a  welcome  interruption.  (\m\- 
in.ir  around  the  bend  of  the  creek  I  saw  two 
men,  withoal  do^s,  ploddini,''  heavily  uinvard 
and  lookiny-  at  their  surroundinijs  as  if 
they  were  making:;-  an  excursion  into  a  strange 
land, 

"  That's  liini,"  I  lieard  one  of  tliem  say,  halt- 
ing Itelow  our  duinp. 

The  other  man  came  up  al)reast  and  looked 
up.  I  did  not  know  them  with  all  tliat  silvery 
halo  of  fox  tailj  and  fi'ost,  around  their  parka 
hoods. 

"  Come  on!  "  said  the  speaker,  "  Let's  go 
up  and  see  him." 

"  Wliat  for?  "  I  heard,  and  tlien  a  mumbled 
eonvei-sation,  which,  though  sound  travels  as  if 
oiled  in  that  intinite  stilhicss,  did  not  reach  me 
in  audible  sentences. 

"  Because  1  want  you  to!  "  was  the  grui¥ 
ropW,  and  it  seemed  to  me  there  was  something 
familiar  in  that  tone. 

They  left  the  main  trail,  and  began  flounder- 
ing toward  me,  the  snow  impeding  tln-ir  ad- 
vance: ])ut  T  waited,  knowing  that  they  were 
Cuming    to    talk    to    me.      The    foremost    man 
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}»Io\v(m1  tlir()U<;'li  wltli  ;i  Ix'iil  head,  and  the  one 
iiiiniL'ilialcIy  licliind  did  iidt  sccin  I'aiuiliar.  It 
was  him  I  nott'd;  al>c)  that  ho  canu'  I'chictaiitly, 
as  ir  iiupelhHi  hy  the  stronniT  will  of  hi>  <'()iii- 
]»ani()ii  to  ad\aiic('.  The  I'oi'ciiiost  man  came  to 
whole  the  red  dirt  oJ'  tiie  pay  (himp  yleamed 
vividly  against  tlie  snow,  and  scraml)led  np,  still 
with  hent  head.  Once  he  had  to  u<e  liis  hands, 
so  steeii  was  tlie  aseent  of  that  litth'  monntaiu 
of  ])Oor  j)ayinj;'  dirt.  He  can^iit  the  end  of  the 
birch  skids  with  his  liands,  s\vnn<j^  around  them, 
made  a  tinal  heavy  el't'ort,  and  stood  besido  nio. 
It  was  Sparhawk. 

I  drew  })aek  a  trifle,  not  knowing-  what  to 
exiK'ct,  and  apprehensixe  of  combat  with  two 
such  men  agains'i  me.  I  i;lanced  up  and  down 
the  creek  to  see  il'  there  was  any  otlier  man  in 
sight  to  aid  me  in  ciisc  this  visit  preceded  an 
attack.  There  was  no  one  to  assist  me,  T  stilleil 
an  impulse  to  turn  and  run  towai'd  my  cabin 
to  seize  a  riile,  and  h)oked  at  Si)arhawk,  who 
stood  there  before  me,  watching  IJoyce,  for  lie 
it  was,  scale  the  steej)  dum}). 

"  L  made  liim  come  up  here  to  thank  you," 
S[)arhawk  said,  with  gruff  directness. 

1  must  have  looked  my  relief  and  Ijewilder- 
uieui. 

"  Oh,  no.     i  didn't  come  iiere  to  light,"  as- 
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scrtc"!  the  iirospccloi-,  aiipcariiij?  to  read  my 
tl,(iii,i;lits.  "A  si|ii;!rc  deal's  a  s(|uaic  deal! 
^'()U  and  me.  iiii<-(iiiall_\',  ain't  (piiis  yet.  Yon 
know  that !  \\'(''\ c  !i,-ot  to  lia\-(-  it  out  to  a  linisli 
lict'oro  \\f  arc;  but  1  liainl  this  to  you,  that  E 
ain't  the  kiiid  that  shoots  in  the  hack,  ^'ou'll 
know  when  1  eonic  al'tcr  you  I'or  a  litud  smash- 
up  and   t hroAdut." 

In  all  thi-  tinic  I  had  not  spoken  to  him,  nor 
extended  m\'  hand. 

"  I  'm  ulad  that's  youi'  way  of  hr\  ini;'  it  (Uit," 
I  sai<l.  '•  I  don't  like  to  feel  ;;ll  t!io  time  that 
I '\'e  ^(»t  to  be  on  i^uaid;  l)ut  I  can  be  if  1  have 
to." 

\\r  niinned  tlii'ou,i;h  his  blackened  and  swollen 
lips  a>  if  this  were  a  sentiment  that  he  could 
appreciate. 

"  I  tight  fail',  myself,"  he  said.  "  So  do 
yon.  Ci'cdit  wliere  credit's  (hie,  as  the  old 
motto  s'lys.  That's  why  we  stopjted  liere  on 
our  wa\  up  the  <iulch.  That's  what  I  said  to 
Hoyce  when  we  did  stoi».  *  Koyce,'  says  I, 
'  there's  that  youn<>-  hellion.  .Me  and  you  owe 
liim  somethin".'  That  .xmiethin'  is  thanks  for 
headin'  off  the  mob  dow  ti  there  at  ( 'avanaugh's 
when  they  were  ripe  lo  han.n'  us,  or,  wor^e.  to 
run  us  out  ol'  XeU(  lo\iat.  Jli''s  t'ome  to  thank 
ycni,  lias  lioyee.' 
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lioycc  st()(i<|  ;ni<l  scowled  ;it  nic  He  \v;is  iKtt 
the  innii  lli.it  Sp.'iiliaw  k  was.  I  aiii  certain  llial 
lie  <liil  not  >liare  hi-  \iiiiie-,  sucli  a-^  tliev  were. 
lie  scfapeil  his  iVet  on  the  ruiiirmii-  hoard,  and 
his  frozen  rnoceasius  .sounded  liar>h  and  licklc 
as  lie  shifted  them  around. 

"  SparJiawk  says  j  orter  tiiank  you."  he  de- 
•  ■l.'ireil.  '•  1  ain't  nothin'  ayin'  you;  hut  !'!!  <j^et 
that  pardner  of  yours  the  next  time  he  tries  a 
i;un  pla\-  on  me.     Txc  kilhd  men  for " 

Suddenly  he  clieclcd  himself  as  if  his  speech 
had  run  away  with  his  desire  foi-  seci'ecy,  to 
his  I'euret. 

*■  What  I  meant  to  say."  he  cori'octed  ]iim- 
self,  "  is  that  I  couhl  have  shot  a  man  foi'  less 
than  he  did  to  me.  lie  had  the  droj*  on  me. 
I  didn't  u(.  for  to  expect  it.  ^'ou  tell  him  to 
keep  that  ,i;un  of  his  in  his  holster  if  he  don  i 
want  to  u.-e  it." 

"Oh,  shut  up!"  urowled  Sparhawk,  leaeh- 
\no;  out  and  jerkin^'  his  partnei's  arm.  "  That 
ain't  what  I  hrunjjr  you  h(»i'e  for.  I'lay  the  i^ame. 
man!  Play  the  uame!  Try  to  show  a  little 
c  M'ency  when  it  don't  cost  nothin'." 

lioyce  frowned  at  ..is  partner,  then,  as  if 
goveined  hy  caution  and  advice,  looked  me  full 
in  the  face. 

\  on  did  keep  ns  from  havin'  a  I'ouc:]!  time 
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(•r  it,"  he  -iiicl.  with  til-  ciiiMliM-i^  oil  tile  Word 
"did,"  ••  ;iiid  I  ain't  altiim'tlicr  ()!ii;ra1<-liil. 
It  would  lia\c  lici'ii  1.  lid  ol'  toiiiili  line-  for  ii- 
t(t  lie  11111  out  of  the  -auip  jii-t  now.  \'oii  -;aid 
the  liulit  uo;(l>  at  tin'  riylit  time,  ami  SparliawL 
>ays  1  oitrr  thank  \oii.  I  do.  \dui-  and  his 
row'.s  _\oiir  own.  Mine  and  y(Mir  panlncr's  i- 
ours.  The  two  don't  mix  none  at  alh  l'>ut  for 
you  and  iiio,  I  thank  you  for  not  takin"  ad\an- 
ta,^<'  of  your  chance.  .Ma>l)r  >ou'if  a  fooh  ! 
don't  know,     .\n_\how  you  did." 

lli<  half-incoherent,  ,junilili'«l,  illiterate  woi'ds, 
\vere  deli\('red  steadil\'. 

"  IMiaw  !  "  1  declared.  "  I  couldn't  have 
done  aii}thin,ii-  les<.  1  hail  nt»  row  with  you.  I 
didn't  want  one  with  your  iiartiier.  I  ha\e 
nothinu'  ai;aln-t  Sparhawk  now.  He  kicked 
my  doii-.  I  liiiht  for  that  do,l^  It's  .all  over 
now.  I'm  not  afraid,  mark  you.  of  either  of 
YOU:  ))Ut  I  (hju't  cherish  i;rud,ues.  It's  all  (»ver, 
as  far  as  I'm  eoncenied,  and  1  wish  you  both 
luck." 

Spailiawk  eyed  mo  steadily  as  if  thorouulily 
oompu'liendiiu'-  all  I  meant,  then  did  aii(»tlier 
amazlnir  thin  He  jerked  the  mitten  from  his 
hand  and  extended  it,  ])i\Vi\  towaid  me. 

'•  That's  just  the  w;iy  J  look  at  it,"  lie  de- 
clared.    "Shake!     [  ain't  gut   nothin'   in  the 
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woiM  ;i^;iinst  voii  citlicr,  fxcrpt  that  you  g(»t 
tlic  licst  (tl'  il.     \i>\]  aihi  ttic'll  lif  lVi<'ii(ls." 

I   >li()()k  lii-  liaii<l  for  the  ^ccnuil  time. 

"  r»iit  yoii  aiiil  iiM-'ll  fii;lit  auain,  wliniovor 
it's  roiixciiinit,"  lie  addcii,  "  .jn>t  to  he  suro 
wliicli  is  the  tir-t  man.  I  faiii't  allow  no  niaii 
to  f;('t  tlir  l)c>t  of  lii|)  Sparliawk  on  Just  one 
I'miit.  Tlicx  won't  !)<■  no  pussoiuil  ^ruilii'o  — 
Ju-t  a  clean  li^jit  like  we  had  ycstprdny.  And 
I  want  to  tell  yon.  yonui;'  feller,  tliat  I'll  come 
as  near  to  heatin'  you  to  death  as  I  can!  [ 
will.  <o  Iie||.  me  (Jod!  " 

With  whicji  declaraticui  he  re]>laeod  his  mit- 
ten, a.'ked  how  the  claim  was  showing  up,  said 
he  fliou,<,dit  it  was  a  nice  ilay  for  the  trail,  hoped 
I  wonhl  meet  with  success,  and  said,  "  Como 
on,  lioyce.  W'e  o()t  to  he  mo\in'  up  the  i^ulcli 
if  we  want  to  see  it  to-dav,"  and  led  the  wav 
downward  o\er  the  dum]).  I  confers  the  inter- 
view I(»ft  me  with  min,<,ded  emotions,  f(n-  I  felt 
'hat  I  could  trust  to  a  soi't  of  crudt'  honor  in 
the  adventui'or,  and  was  therefore  relieve*],  and 
at  the  same  time  was  a])})ro1ionsive  for  Dan. 
I  would  not  have  placed  it  above  IJoyce's  c'o<l(! 
of  ethics  to  sjioot  a  mau  in  the  back.  And  I 
did  not  want  Dan  sliot,  either  in  the  back  or 
otherwise. 

1  thou<ilit  of  that   intei'view  all  throncrli  the 
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(lay  uiilil  tlif  IdiicIv  nii^lit  a^-aiii  IuiukI  iiic  list- 
lessly <lauiilinii:  aroiUKJ  (nir-  caliiii. 

I  couM  nut  intcit'^t  tiiy-cll'  in  the  liook  loajicil 
me  liy  ( 'avaiian^'li,  ami  lilcw  out  my  lii^jit  and 
wt'Ut  to  lied.  Sleep  catne  (|nit  kly  as  a  l)(»(»n.  I 
was  awakened  Ity  a  fcii-itic  tlnini|)in,i;  at  the 
duor. 

'"Come  in."  I  calN^l,  -ittiiiir  up,  and  woii- 
dcrin's''  who  it  could  he,  and  how  long  I  had 
slept. 

It  opened  nil  outlined  aizain-t  the  stars  of 
the  hackuround  stood  someone,  who  auswere<j: 
"  Is  that  you,  Tom.'  " 

"  Y<'s,  Kontuck,"  I  I'epiied,  r'er,,mii/in,u  his 
voice.  "  IJo-ht  the  candle.  You  know  whero 
it  is.     What  is  it .'  " 

"  They've  ,i;one,"  he  said.  "  It  must  he  that 
1  u.aii't  (piltc  understand  the  titni^  set.  The 
r5i<r  Chicken  and  the  Hatchet,  i  mean.  Con- 
.•^tantine  and  she  had  a  row  down  at  the  camp 
to-day,  and  he  came  home  alone.  To-nip:lit  one 
of  the  natives  fi-om  across  the  river  came  up 
to  a  claim  ahove,  and  stoppe(l  to  tell  Constan- 
tine  that  slie  had  sent  word  she  was  fj^oino-  with 
friends  to  visit  some  relatives  in  Taninaw. 
Constantine  went  into  a  i-ai^e,  and  reckoned  slie 
could  j,'o  and  be  hanijed,  for  all  of  him;  but 
I  knew  better  than  he  did  what  it  meant. 
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"  If  we're  III  l.ike  ,i  try  ;il  lili(lili;4  ulleie 
tliey'\('  lie;i<l('l  Ini-,  ;iii(|  ijet  ill  ;ilii|  sfllke  .-eilie 
(•r  tli;it  ii'dld  tlie\  ;ill  talk  ali(,iil,  \\c'\e  unl  to 
U'et  ai'!i<iii  t'l  iiiL;!it.  We  could  cut  ai-i'o-s  I'ldiii 
liefe,  and  L'ct  lo  Taiiiiiau  not  inoic  than  a  day 
lie|iiii(|  tlieiu.  we'll  >a\e  the  tillie  <T  i^^oini:: 
afolllld  tlie  caiil)!  tliefe  hy  UollilC  !•'  that  litth" 
>treaiii  aho\-e  it,  direct.  And  there  we  oiii^ht 
lo  find  tlieii-  tiaiL  I  hate  to  lo-  •  the  chance.  It 
means  a  htt  to  me.     Won  't  you  come  with  me  .'  " 

I  had  I'i'awled  out  of  my  hunk  as  he  talked, 
and  pulled  on  my  tioii-ers,  and  sat  there  on 
the  edLjc  thinking-.  lie  wanleil  to  '_;<»  to  i:ain 
wealth  to  niarr\  IJi/.a!)et  h  W'ilton,  lh<'  :^dii  I 
love<l.  I  knew  that,  and  yet  it  inthieneeil  my 
decision    hut    little.      T 


le  ylaiiior  of  n'ain  was 
not  all,  eithei-,  Imt  I'atlier  the  faet  that  I  wa.s 
sick  of  life  as  it  iiad  been,  and  also  tiiat  there 
was  Dan  to  eon.-ider.  I'oor  oh'  Dan,  with  his 
cai'es  and  \\o!iie>;.  eatiny  his  heart  out  hecauso 
lie  eouhl  not  take  cai'e  of  tlio-<'  others  ouf>ide! 
And  Dan  wa<  all  man.  If  hy  cluinei'  I  could 
make  thi>  exiiedifion,  and  meet  witli  success, 
il  Would  mean  more  to  Dan  than  an_\thin:;  in 
the  world.  Cut  there  were  the  discomforts 
and  t'atiijiies  of  what  niiii-lit  jn'ox-e  to  he  a  Ions'* 
hard  trail,  \icissitudes,  nei-hans  '^tarxat  ion  and 
(h'ath! 
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I  \vnlko(l  tf)  tlic  <lo<»i-  nn'l  llircw  it  opon.  and 
looked  out  into  tlic  niijlit.  wliile  Kcntuck  sat 
Avaieliiuo-  nic,  aiixicdisly  \vaitiii<>-  for  my  decision. 
Off  ill  tlio  iiortli  tlic  aurora  was  l)oginnin<?  to 
rise  al)ov('  tlio  trees  on  tlic  crest  of  tlic  moun- 
tains, stiining  in  streamers  of  ,c:old,  flutterin,^-, 
waving,  and  spreading  across  to  consimie  tlic 
sky.  Tlie  cold  was  so  inten?;e  that  T  liurricdly 
drew  hack,  aTid  closed  tlie  door,  and  stood  with 
my  hack  against  it,  hooking  at  Kcntm-k.  Th<! 
?)iink  was  warm  and  comfortahh\  after  all;  hut 
to  lie  sot't  UK'ant  an  opportunity  hist.  The  r<'ck- 
less  mood  invaded  me  again,  and  T  took  a  step 
toward  liiin. 

"  Yes"  T  said.     ''  I'll  go!  " 

Tie  tlircM-  his  hat  up,  and  sliouted. 

''  Go  out  and  jmll  the  sled  down  off  the 
roof,"  T  said,  "  and  look  over  the  dog  Iiarness 
you'll  find  hanging  in  the  cache  at  the  side  of 
the  di'or.  Then  we'll  grt  the  gruh  together,  ])ut 
the  dv.gs  in,  and  pull  out.  AVhat  tune  does  it 
say  th.ere  on  tne  clock?  Ten?  Well,  we  should 
be  away  from  here  hy  eleven,  and  the  moon 
rises  .just  about  that  time,  and  is  in  the  full." 

I  began  selecting  the  clothing  T  should  want, 
extra  moccasins,  and  mittens  and  socks,  and 
dragged  the  fur  robe  from  the  bottom  laver  in 
my  bunk.    T  liad  licgun  to  wrap  tlie  bacon  and 
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hoans  and  natiiioal  into  thoir  separate  sacks  })y 
tliG  time  ho  had  finished  liis  hist  repairs  on  the 
harness.  I  took  my  snowshoes  from  the  wall, 
and  threw  Dan's  to  Kentuck,  and  told  him  to 
look  vt  the  lashings,  then  sat  down  and  wrote 
a  note  to  my  partner: 

Dkak  Dan:— Tlie  Sioux  and  tlie  p:irl  lmvi>  pnllod  out,  anrl  Ken- 
tuck  find  I  arc  goinj?  to  try  to  follow  tlicnx  and  stake  claiius  on  tliat 
ground,  wherever  it  may  be.  Don't  woiTy  <.ver  nie,  becuusi'  1  !1 
t\irn  up  sooner  or  later.  Get  someone  to  do  that  assessment  wm  i; 
that  Kentucky  started  over  on  McGraw's  claim,  and  wliatevcr  you 
do,  don't  let  anyone  know  where  we  have  gone.  Better  let  them 
think  we've  headed  up  to  Goltipan  to  do  some  assessment  work, 
because  I  think  we'll  be  back  shortly.  I've  taken  your  rille  and 
cartridi^cs,  because  mine  are  too  heavy.  We're  traveling  light. 
Yours  as  ever, 

Tom. 


AVe  dragged  the  old  tarpaulin  for  the  sleil 
out  of  the  cache,  threw  in  the  little  trail  tent 
and  trail  stove,  the  frying  pan,  coffeepot,  and 
tin  kettle,  and  I  jnit  in  an  extra  pair  of  hiankets 
and  so!ne  dry  gear  for  Kentuck,  then  we  laslie(l 
e\erything  down  on  the  s1(m|  with  the  dog  tish 
piled  on  top,  the  a.x  and  the  ritio  convenient,  and 
shut  the  cabin  door. 

The  dogs  came  loluctantly,  poor  brutes! 
They  gave  the  trail  Ivirk  of  the  wilderness  when 
they  felt  the  harness  bands  across  their  breasts, 
and  stood  wagging  their  tails  and  waiting.     I 
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took  a  last  look  in  the  calilii,  and  pulled  tiio 
door  shut,  and  we  headed  away  in  the  chill, 
bright  night,  down  the  canon,  which  was  in 
sl.ddow,  despite  the  moon  on  the  white  peaks 
above. 

We  were  off  on  the  ([uest,  and  traveled 
silently  and  swiftly  away.  Whei'e  the  small 
creek  emi)tied  we  turned  abruptly  up  the  main 
stream  from  whose  headwaters  we  ])ur))osed  to 
cross  the  divide,  and  head  the  fugitive  Sioux 
and  Mai'y,  who  had  the  secr(>t,  passed  down 
from  Uiouth  to  mouth,— mouths  all  forever 
speechless  in  death. 

We  were  lighter  than  W(>  had  thought,  and 
made  good  progress,  inasmuch  as  Kentuck  knew 
the  way,  and  ran  ahead  of  the  dogs  on  his 
snowshoes  without  ever  wavering,  while  1  held 
the  sled  handles  behind.  .Malicula,  the  leader, 
strained  forward  as  if  enjoying  the  chase,  and 
scenting  in  it  something  of  the  hereditary,  for 
he  was,  after  all,  but  a  half-blood  wolf.  The 
others,  with  brushes  erect,  and  curled  over  their 
backs,  strung  out  behind  him,  trotting  steadily 
at  a  pace  that  ate  uj)  the  miles.  .\t  three  o'clock 
we  halted,  an<l  decided  to  make  a  (piick  cam]) 
for  the  night  at  a  place  where  some  native 
hunting  ]»arty  had  left  a  comfortable  wickio 
with   its   poles  between  three  favorable  trees, 
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its  lean  to  ol"  tlilck,  slirltcriii^  brush,  and  its 
mat  of  fir  boughs  insido  to  give  rest  to  our 
wcai'iuess. 

We  altered  oui-  jihins  the  next  day,  and  de- 
('iil(Ml  to  go  into  Taninaw,  because  we  found  that 
we  wouhl  be  short  of  dog  fish  and  food,  if  the 
chase  jjroved  i)rolong''d,  and  on  tlie  d(\gs  (ie- 
})ended  our  comfort  and  speed.  Moreover,  [ 
was  anxious  to  know  if  we  wouM  liear  anything 
of  our  (|uarry  at  tiiat  point.  So  it  was  tiiat 
we  jpullcd  u])  to  the  old  A.  (\  trading  ]>ost,  and 
carelessly  hiid  in  moj-e  supplies  before  making 
iiii|uiries.  The  ti-a(h'r  proved  garrulous,  and 
voliinteei'ed  the  information  we  wanted,  thus 
saving  us  questions. 

"  You're  the  first  white  men  down  frona 
Xeucloviat  in  ([uite  a  wliile,"  lie  said.  "  Yes, 
the  first  since  poor  ohl  Sam  Barstow  came 
ilown.  Wliat's  that  tlie  natives  say  about  him 
bein'  dead?     Higlit,  is  it?  " 

1  confirnn^d  that  mysterious  intercliange  of 
news  whicli  travels  so  incredibly  fast  in  Alaska, 
and  the  trader  shook  liis  head.  As  he  weighed 
out  our  dog  fisli  he  asked  <]uestion.s  about  the 
cam]>,  and  whether  it  was  "  makin'  good  "  or 
not,  an<l  we  .luswered  him  nonconnnittally. 

"  They  was  a  funny-lookin'  buck  with  a  tin 
tooth  in  here  yesterday  1  never  saw  before,"  he 
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said,  "  ami  lie  it»l'l  nic  the  {'aiMji  wn'tTt  inncli. 
lie  had  that  Mary,  who  iixmI  ti.  he  d.)\vii  at 
Holy  Cross,  with  iiiiii.  T\\o  ])i,u'  Idnohli  1liat 
was  ohl  Sarta's  (hiimhtcr.  They  were  hoadiiT 
off  up  the  Taniuaw  on  a  hontiii"  trip.  He  laid 
in  (piitf  a  huiK-li  of  doi;  iVcil.  Soeir.cil  to  liavc 
tho  (lust,  and,  by  tho  way,  it  was  tho  fuuTii(>st 
lookin'  stuff  r  cvci-  -aw.  T.ookcil  a>  if  it  had 
l)t'en  lianiini'iTtl.  1  wouhln't  have  t(M)k  it  if  it 
hadn't  been  the  sain<'  kind  tli;i!  Sam  paid  for 
tlio  stuff  ho  liouuhl  down  Ihto.  It  don't  hiok 
like  till'  .u'oM  fi'oiii  I'iivl!.  any  nioi'o  than  tliat 
(loos  like  tiio  hra>:y  stuff  tlioy  ,!;it  out  at  K'lon- 
diko.     Hole's  some  of  it." 

Ho  pourod  somo  bcaton  nu^-iots  into  tlio 
1)U)Wor,  and  Indd  tliom  toward  us.  T  i»ickod 
one  up,  and  looked  at  it.  It  was  that  peculiar 
rod,  and  I  Know  it  had  boon  ].oi'foratod.  Mary 
had  torn  it  from  tlio  mocoa^ins  of  .^-old  lo  i»ay 
thoir  bill.  Tli(>  ])roof  was  thorc  in  my  hand 
that  tho  Hatchot  and  Cnii-tantino's  sister  had 
really  boon  there  at  tho  ])o-t,  :m!  !  that  Kontu-'k 
must    have    understood    much    of    what    they 

said. 

"  When   did   you   say   they   w(>ro   hero?  "    I 

asked. 

Tho  trader  tliousjlit   n   wliilo,  and   then   said 
that  it  was  "  day  before  yistaday.*' 
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His  answer  .nii-cd  K'ciitiu-k  ;.iiil  iiic  to  o\- 
iliaiim'  ulaiiccs.  'I'licy  were  t  i'a\fliiii;-  Taster 
than  we  lia»l  tln-iiuht  they  colli. 1.  W'c  must  do 
souift  liitiu'  1o  iiti]Ud\  (' our  sjKM'd.  IJut  it  would 
not  do  to  .-how   that  we  liail  any  sjiccial  olijcct. 

'•  Wc'ic  tliinkinu  of  i^oiiiii-  oNcr  to  'J'raiinvay 
Bar,  Of  in  that  dii'ection,"  I  >aid,  'ami  we 
on^iit  to  ha\('  moi'o  <lo!j,- .  \\'(''v('  t,^ot  v,  but 
\VL'  could  use  six  oi-  ciulit.     Iviiow  ot"  aii_\  .'  " 

lie  I'uininatcd  for  a  while,  and  thou  said  lie 
tliouu'ht  he  could  liclp  us  out.  This  necessiiateil 
Mioro  do<2,-  l'(M'(l,  and  a  dt'lay.  AVc  went  over  our 
outfit,  ounce  Ity  ounce,  cutting'  down  lier<'  and 
increasing  there,  as  only  those  who  liave  trav- 
eled in  that  eountry  win're  weight  is  uieasui'ed 
l>y  ounces  ratlier  than  ]iounds,  can  understaud. 
And  it  was  two  o'clock  in  the  al'lei'iioon  when, 
\\\\\\  e\ci\iliing  I'oinplete,  and  three  additional 
dogs,  we  pulled  aw"a>-  I'roiu  Taninaw,  ei'ossed, 
found,  and  headed  for  tlie  snuill  stream  u[)  whieh 
we  were  to  go. 

^Ve  had  not  discovered  any  sign  of  their  trail 
v.hen  we  made  ('ami*  that  night,  aud,  the  uext 
nu)ining  at  daybreak',  we  were  again  on  the  way. 
At  noon  we  were  beginning  to  lose  faith,  but 
we  diseoxt^H'il  lines  leading  down  to  the  b(  J  of 
the  ("I'eek.  We  went  ahead  of  the  dogs,  and 
examiiu'd  tlieni  carefullv.     The  sikjw  told  the 
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story.  It  was  the  Sioux  ami  a  .-<|iia\v.  Tlic 
lines  of  the  man  -  fc't  wrvv  si  :'ai,i;!it,  witli  tlio 
toes  a  little  turneij  in.  ainl  oiu'  foot  |ilanle<| 
sciiiarely  in  front  of  tlie  otiiei-,  llie  uiUjUestion- 
al)le  stride  of  the  phiins  Indian,  while  the 
woman's  footprints  showed  spi'ead,  and  small, 
and  roun(U'<|,  the  i'ooti)i'int  of  the  Alaskan  na- 
tive. 

"(Jot  'em!"  said  Kentucky,  straii^diteninii: 
himself,  and  looking'  at  me  with  exultant  eyes, 

1  stooped  over,  and  examined  the  snow,  try- 
ing to  form  some  conelusion  of  the  number 
of  tlieir  doiijs,  and  liow  loni>:  they  had  ])re('C'de<l 
us  aloui;-  that  windinfj:,  white  way.  It  seemed 
to  us  that  they  were  fully  tweiity-fo':r  hours 
ahead,  and  we  resumed  our  pi'oi;ress.  The  n(>w 
dogs  wei'e  ill  fed  conipai'ed  with  ours,  and  wero 
reluetant  to  work  with  their  new  teanunatos, 
and  afraid  of  their  lU'W  masters.  They  traveled 
with  heads  turned  hack  fre(|uontly,  and  fearful 
eyes,  whieli  led  me  to  believe  that  theii'  .  u'mer 
owTiers  had  been  free  with  the  lasli.  Tt  would 
take  them  time  to  a])j)reeiate  white  drivers. 
Kentucky,  who  was  in  the  lead,  tlirew  up  his 
hand,  and  we  came  to  a  ])lace  where  the  Hatchet 
and  Afary  had  evidently  halted  for  tea. 

"  Had  a  fire  over  there,  you  see,"  said  Ken- 
tuck,  striding-  off  to  ^he  side,  with  me  at  his 
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heels.  W'c  ruuiiil  roiiml  spots  on  the  .-now, 
iiKlicatliiL;'  that  tlicy  lia<l  live  tloi^s,  so  I'clt  satV 
on  tli<-  x-orc  of  -[mmmI,  unless  tli('>-  hail  rcinaik- 
ablt'  animals.  Wo  donhtcd  if  they  would  proxi- 
('<|ual  to  (Mils,  lor  of  thoM',  two  wcie  from 
splendid  I'aciiiy-  stock. 

"  \'('s,"  1  said,  kicking  over  tlio  chan'cil 
sticks,  "  tlicy  must  hv  at  l('a>t  twcnty-l'our 
hours  ahead  of  us,  so  we  needn't  he  afraid  of 
iimninu-  into  them.  That  is  good.  Now  for  a 
long  straightaway !  " 

For  tliiee  hours  more  we  went  rapidly  ahead, 
an<l  then,  as  I  liai)])eiied  to  he  in  the  load,  I 
met  with  a  surprise.  Again  we  sto])ped,  ami 
Kentucky  came  forward  to  my  side.  T  jioiuted 
at  the  snow  t lacks.  Another  sled  had  come 
down  from  the  i)ank  above,  taken  the  trail,  and 
was  following  in  the  tracks  of  the  Sioux  and 
his  companion. 

"  ^\'hat  do  you  suppose  that  means?  "  we 
asked  each  other,  looking  up  with  a  sudden  su.,- 
jjicion. 

^  ou  don't  reck(m  somebody  else  is  onto 
them,  and  joined  in  the  chase,  do  you.'  "  asked 
Kentuck,  in  a  tone  of  annoyance. 

I  shook  )ny  head  in  })erplex:ty,  and  ])ack- 
tracked  over  the  new  trail.  It  had  followed 
along  the  bank  above  for  some  distance,  as  if 
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jilVjiid  l(»  \fiitiiic  (Hit  (III  tlic  -trc'iin  until  cfitaiii 
tli;it  tlmsc  Jilic'id  wci'c  wcil  diit  (if  tlit-  \\a\'.  and 
In  prdui-f--  had  liccii  lci-iirc|\ .  W'c  went  li;i,k 
some  diviiiiicc,  and  t'diind  wlici'c  tlic  iicucoincrs 
had  iiaii>r(l  to  ic-t,  (if  dli-iTxc,  imd  lit'ii-  the 
signs  wviv  niin'u  iilcntil'iil. 

"  White  men,"  said  K'cntiick.  *'  Sec  tliu 
arches  of  their  iVet  .'     Here!  " 

I  was  not  so  >iire,  fof  the  nioccasiiis  made  it 
hard  reading;  hut  t'  le  acic  eertain  line-  be- 
neath the  insteps  thai  indicated  h'>s  iire.-siire, 
and  ju  one  phice  I  thought  I  coiihl  discern  scams 
which  would  indicate  that  the  moccasins  were 
really  Canadian  shoe  pack'-,  all  of  which  niiisf 
he  Itroiight  down  from  Dawson  when  they  came 
to  our  s(.'ctioii  of  the  country,  and  were  thei'c- 
fore  rare. 

We  found  a  cigarette  stub,  which  i-atlier  con 
lirnied  our  suiinise  that  they  must  he  white  men. 
for  the  paper  was  diffci-ent  fi'om  that  u>ed  hy 
the  natives  wJiere   we  were,   and   unohtaiuable 
either  in  '"aninaw  or  Xeucloviat. 

I  i'rumhle(l  some  of  the  tohacco  into  my  palm, 
and  decided  it  was  the  old,  familiar  lilackstraj), 
whieli  told  us  nothing;  hut  of  one  feature  we 
were  convinced— the  new  outfit  was  i)i'ohably 
but  a  few  hours  behind  the  one  in  the  lead,  and 
was  going  with  caution. 
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CojiH'  lijick  Im'I'c!  "  iiml  tlicii  ;»  whistle. 

1  ran  to  icjuiii  liiiii,  l)iit  Ik-  'iml  stai'tcc!  out 
on  tlic  tiail,  and  I  lookccl  Ix-low.  At  tliat  point 
tilt'  str<'ani  was  straight  I'or  a  loni,'  distance,  and 
I  saw,  almost  at  the  end  of  the  stretch,  a  l)Iack 
sliajx'   hurryin.n-   faster   as   the   sound   of    Ken- 


llc 


\oice  reached  his  ear-s.     ( )ne  of  our  n 


ew 


do^s  had  chewed  liiiii>elf  loose  fi'oni  his  har- 
ness in  our  al)sence,  and  was  lieadin^  l)a('k  for 
his  villa^^e,  a  full  day  liehind.  It  was  oui'  fii'^t 
loss,  and  it  sei-ined  like  a  calamity,  coiniiijL?  at 
that   inoii]M)rtinie  time. 

1  was  a  more  expei-ieTiceil  dosj:  man  tliaii 
Kentucky,  so  left  him  with  the  sled,  and  ran 
after  the  fu»;itive  foi'  more  than  two  miles,  call- 
lUix  wheedlin.yly,  and  endeavoring  to  win  his 
attention;  Imt  whenevei-  \  a))))roachod  ho  would 
look  l)ack  ovei'  his  shoulder,  and  ([uicken  his 
trot  to  tlie  long,  swinging  lope  that  would  speed- 
ily carrv  liim  hundreds  of  yards  into  the  lead. 


and  at  last,  disgusted  and  angrv,  T 


ave  it  up 


and  made  my  way  back  to  where  Kentucky,  d( 
ciding  that  f  would  ])e  gone  a  long  time,  had 
begun  making  camp  on  the  river  bank.  Al- 
ready he  had  the  tent  across  its  roi)e  between 
the  trees,  and  i)egged  down  over  the  smooth, 
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wliitc  -iiiiw.  .-nKl  when  I  ;iriiv('<l  was  cai'i'N  iii;^ 
the  (liiiiiiaiic  lip  1<»  it. 

"  Too  fast  for  you.  di .'  "  1i<'  •■allrd  <lo\vii  to 
mc.    "  I  ua-  aliaid  of  it.     I'.iit  we'll  ixrt  aloii^." 

'riici'c  was  o|)tiiiii>iii  ill  lii>  voi-'c,  and  1  wa.s 
coiiiiifllfd  to  tiy  t(t  feci  it.  Tlif  ilarkrios  was 
coiniiiy-  swiftly,  and  l»y  tln'  tiiin'  1  liad  lakcn 
out  the  d<»fj:>,  '!iid  as  a  luccaut ioiiai'y  nica-nic 
cliaiiifd  tlio  otliiT  new  |>uii'liascs,  it  wa>  lilacl<. 
Mvnytliiiiu'  al)oiit  tlio  day  had  hccu  uii-atis- 
factor>,  and  those  ahead  of  us  iiiu>t  have  uailieil 
iiian\  iiiiio.  All  we  could  hope  fol'  now  would 
he  steady  weather,  >o  that  their  trail-  mi^iiit 
not  he  obliterated. 

'•  hon't  he  blue,"  Kentuek  said  to  Uie  as  his 
last  worils,  yawnln.n'  -ieepily.  "  These  new  fel- 
lers maybe  aren't  follow  in'  that  othei'  trail  at 
all,  but  Just  liai)pened  to  be  <i;oin'  the  same 
wa\'. 

1  hojifd  so,  but  doubted  it. 


niAF'TIlIi  \IV 

TiiF.  II  atciikt's  vengeaxcr 

Befohi:  the  (hiyliylit  was  >tn)ii«,^  wv  had 
•"■"I^'ii  ramp.  ail. I  \vrn>  a^aiii  j,o.in--  torwan), 
.•111(1  always  wv  coiiM  dixM-rii.  in  tlir  ,|ini  liyht, 
<li;it  tliciv  were  tw..  trails  ahead  of  us.  Tlio 
stars  paled  af  la>t,  and  the  wliite  o|..w  was 
stivmirer.  Tiiakitiu-  everytliiiii,' di^inct.  Mv  fears 
that  the  second  sled  wa-  in  [iiirsiiit  of  the  first 
wore  ).ro\-en.  now  that  we  could  see  more 
I'l-'iiiily:  for  at  inter\als,  when  we  came  to  al)- 
I'lpt   heads   of  the   rapidly   narrow  iii<r  stream, 

t'  would  find  those  distinct  letter-ini;s  in  tlio 
snow  that  told  that  before  the  pursuers  had 
ventured  around  a  hend  one  of  them  had  walked 
eautiousjy  to  the  outer  edge  and  looked  .diead. 
<t  was  certain  that  they  were  closer  to  the 
Hatchet  than  w,.  wen^  to  them,  and  that  they 
feared  to  surprise  him. 

A\e  began  to  a<lmit  that  we  were  not  alone 
in  the  chase,  and  had  the  sense  of  livelv  specu- 
lation as  to  who  these  others  were,  and  how 
they  had   learned  of  the  flight.     Only,  as  the 
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trail  led  on  and  on,  we  were  not  ccrtaJM  wliotlier 
tlic  footmarks  wore  tlioso  oi'  natives  or  white 

men. 

"  Mayl)e  it  is  ('(mstantine,"  T  said  once  to 
KentiK'liy.  "  Terliaps  lie  is  following  his  sister, 
and  ])ro])Oses  to  bring  her  back." 

"  flight  ]>e,"  answered  Kentucky.  "  He's  an 
odd  sort  of  a  stick.  But  if  he  followcMl,  it 
wouldn't  ho  to  bring  the  Hatchet  back!  You 
can  bet  on  that.  The  Hatchet  would  be  left 
on  the  trail  for  good  and  all.  That  (^onstantine 
is  a  chap  I  wouldn't  want  for  an  enemy." 

Tie  stood  for  a  while,  and  then  exclaimed: 
"  By  jingo,  Tom,  I'll  bet  it  is  him!  He's 
changed  his  mind,  and  he's  made  it  up  now  to 
go  after  'em.  Ho  can  mush  like  the  djvil,  Con- 
stantino can.  1  gathered  some  talk  he  handed 
her  about  some  other  native  down  in  the  vil- 
lage who  wanted  her.  and  was  of  her  o\\ti  tribe, 
and  it  may  be  that  :\rister  Sioux-man  has  got 
a  pair  of  bloodhounds  on  his  trail,  just  waitin' 
till  he  gets  far  enough  away  to  make  it  safe, 
and  that  then,  some  nice  evening— Ping!  Down 
he  goes,  with  one  of  those  H.  B.  slugs  through 
liini^.  Kicks  a  few,  and— the  Hatchet  never 
comes  back." 

T  began  to  think  that  possibly  Kentuclx's  sur- 
mise might  be  rlgli^:  Init   <,ii  tlie  trail  one  has 
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tiiiK'  i'or  many  speculations  and  many  tlioughts. 
That  is,  I  had  as  many  as  Kentucky  would 
allow  me,  i'or  of  all  the  trail  mates  1  had  ever 
had,  he  was  the  most  cheerful  and  unfailing. 
Those  who  know  will  bear  me  out  when  I  say 
that  an  Alaskan  trail  is  the  place  to  leai-n  men. 
There  the  soul  is  bared.  In  civilization  a  man 
nuiy  live  forever  under  a  mask,  but  the  trail 
strip-  it  from  him  as  if  it  were  of  g:auze,  and 
he  is  himself,  and  those  with  him  know  that  he 
in  naked  in  soul  and  dis])osition. 

That  eminent  sage  of  the  frontier,  long  since 
dead,  discoverer  of  Eldorado  Creek,  in  Klon 
dike,  P'ilihu  Whijiple,  was  wont  to  say:  "  You 
kin  tell  what  a  man  is  when  you've  eat  a  sack 
of  flour  with  liiir. ,  but  with  some  men  it  only 
takes  a  half  a  sack."  And  the  din'inishing  sack 
with  Kentucky  Smith  each  day  proved  him  more 
of  a  man  than  I  had  thought.  He  began  to 
loom  colossal  with  his  untiring  energ>-,  his  un- 
failing cheerfiJness,  his  persistent  attempt  to 
do  more  than  his  share. 

We  had  expected  to  overtake,  or  at  least 
come  within  sound  of,  our  (piarry  within  two 
or  three  days,  for  we  were  driving  the  dogs 
to  their  utnu)st;  Init  ilie  two  days  i)assed,  then 
stretched  on  into  ten,  with  ever  recurring  mo- 
notony.    We  had  swung  to  the  westward,  and 
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crossed  the  Koyiiku'  far  below  where  we  knew 
there  was  an  Indian  villa;^a>,  and  were  now 
heading  toward  the  northwest,  with  its  pih'd-np 
hills,  its  bleak  flats,  its  timber  found  only  in 
belts.  And  ill  luck  appeared  to  travel  with  us, 
gauntly  trailing  beside  our  sled. 

The  seoond  blow  came  when  one  of  the  new 
dogs  sickened,  until,  abandoning  hope  for  him, 
we  had  to  put  him  out  of  his  misery.  We  could 
not  understand  his  malady,  unless  it  came  from 
overwork.  The  other  dog  followed  him  within 
a  few  days,  and  we  began  to  fear  that  it  was 
])neumonia.  Each  dog  out  of  the  harness  meant, 
notwithstanding  the  constantly  diminishing 
load,  more  wearisome  labor. 

We  traveled  longer  hours,  and  slept  less  to 
offset  that  loss,  still  confident  that  sooner  or 
later  the  long  trail  must  end,  and  thanked 
Heaven  that  the  cold  was  so  intense,  and  the 
winter  so  still,  that  tlie  trails  ahead,  constantly 
leading  us  farther  into  the  solitudes,  were  not 
blinded. 

Some  days  we  thought  we  must  have  gained, 
then  would  come  others  when  we  were  discour- 
aged and  surmised  that  we  were  losing  in  this 
tireless  race.  And  always,  ahead  of  us,  were 
two  trails.  Added  to  this  was  another  fear, 
that  our  food   would  give   out.     Already  the 
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dogs  had  been  reduced  to  half  rations,  and  to 
their  ravenous  jaws  were  flung  but  a  half  fish 
a  day,  while  we,  too,  were  measuring  each  flake 
of  oatmeal,  and  each  scraj)  of  bacon. 

We  lost  another  day,  but  on  looking  back  I 
think  it  saved  our  lives.  It  was  the  day  when 
the  dogs  refused  to  follow  the  trail,  and  gave 
the  long,  wolf -hunting  cry,  and  we  knew  that 
game  was  somewhere  within  scent,  coming 
down  the  wind.  We  took  a  chance,  and  muzzled 
them,  and  I  left  Kentuclry  to  make  camp  and 
wait,  while  I  passed  off  into  that  slow-moving 
breeze  with  nothing  but  my  rifle.  And,  as  if 
Heaven  had  spared  us,  I  killed  a  moose.  I 
made  my  way  back  to  tlie  camp,  and  we  moved 
it  to  the  new-sent  relief,  where  we  froze  all  of 
the  meat  that  we  could  carry  in  stri]>s,  fed  the 
dogs  to  repletion,  and  iirei)ared  to  make  up  for 
lost  distance  with  this  surplus  energ}-;  but  we 
had  lost  a  day. 

A  day  later,  on  the  trail,  we  found  a  dead 
dog,  waiting  for  the  wolves,  ])erhaps.  And  the 
next  day  another  left  to  die  in  misery,  stagger- 
ing along,  and  calling  to  usyand  humanity  made 
us  execute  him.  We  had  begun  to  fear  starva- 
tion in  that  land  of  unreality,  and  Kentucky 
turned  back  and  picked  up  the  gaunt  body. 
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"  1  think,"  he  said,  "  that  we'd  better  tie 
hull  up  in  a  tree  somewliere." 

1  looked  into  his  eyes,  and  understood.  He, 
too,  had  tliouglit  of  the  end,  of  ^vhat  might  be 
the  distress  of  that  homeward  trail;  but  he  was 
unflinching. 

"  Maybe  it  is  best  to  be  on  the  safe  side,"  I 
replied,  and  we  lashed  the  poor  victim  high  up 
in  the  limbs  of  a  tree,  with  a  sacrificed  piece 
of  sled  lashing,  and  went  on,  wond"'  ing  wliether 
that  poor,  worked-out  body  might  not  become 
our  goal  when  other  food  was  gone. 

On  the  next  day  we  trailed  more  dismally,  for 
the  cold  had  clung  to  our  hearts,  and  we  moved 
speechlessly,  rested  speechlessly,  and  were  tired 
of  peering  ahead  to  see  nothing  ])ut  the  two 
trails  leadmg  away  over  the  white  and  cruel 
snow.  We  entered  a  belt  of  scrubby  timber  as 
the  afternoon  advanced,  and  now  those  persist- 
ent marks  of  two  sleds  w(mnd  in  and  out  among 
trees,  the  heaviest  growth  we  had  seen  for  days. 

Suddenly  Malicula  lifted  his  head,  which  had 
been  drooping,  and  tugged  at  his  haniess,  then 
gave  a  long  wail,  and  plunged  forward  more 
recklessly.  Alarmed,  I  ran  back,  and  caught 
and  stoi)ped  him. 

"We're  up  to  them,  or  el>e  it's  a  hunting 
party,"  I  said  to  Kentucky.    "  Something's  in 
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the  wind,  ami  it  must  bo  a  camp,  or  the  do<;:s 
wouldn't  act  this  way.  1  know  tliem.  Go  on 
carefully,  and  see  what  it  is,  whihj  1  hold 
them." 

1  pulled  them  over  until  tlie  brace  under  the 
nose  of  the  sled  was  wedged  against  the  stum[) 
of  a  fallen  tree,  and  waited.  The  dogs  quieted, 
and,  glad  of  a  chance  to  rest,  lay  down  in  their 
harnesses,  with  their  noses  on  their  paws,  hud- 
dled together,  regaidless  of  snarls,  and  seeking 
one  .Tuotlier's  warmth.  Almost  an  hour  })assed, 
and  1  was  trudging  backward  and  forward,  and 
threshing  my  arms  to  keep  my  blood  in  circula- 
tion, when  Kentucky  returnt'd. 

"  I  cain't  make  it  out,"  he  said,  with  a  seri- 
ous face,  and  api)roaching  close  before  he  spoke, 
as  if  still  fearful,  in  ali  <^liat  terrific  waste,  of 
being  overheard.  "  There's  a  dog  tent  uii 
ahead,  and  smoke  coming  from  the  pipe,  and  a 
man  singing,  as  if  he  were  about  drunk.  There 
ain't  no  dogs,  because  1  went  close  enough  to 
see  that,  and,  besides,  nothin'  barked.  Let's 
drive  a  little  farther,  then  tie  our  dogs,  and  go 
and  have  a  look." 

"  J^ut  what  was  the  man  singing?  "  I  asked, 
puzzled  by  his  story. 

"  Singin'?  Oh,  you  mean  the  tune,  or  lan- 
guage?   I  don't  know.    1  couldn't  make  out." 
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I  tlionjilit  for  a  f<'W  moincnts,  and  tlion  made 
a  rosolutioii. 

"  We  will  .sj:o  stiai^iit  tlirouiih,"  1  said. 
*'  Booauso,  if  it's  a  linntiiii?  party,  it's  ^n)od  for 
us_uidoss  they  arc  starvii^^^-our  gnih  is  run- 
ning? low.  Jt  ean't  be  tiie  Sioux,  because  lie 
wouldn't  sing.  If  it  is  (,'oustantine,  he  would 
let  us  travel  with  him.  We've  notliing  to  lose, 
and  everything  to  gain.  Besides,  it's  about 
time  to  cami)." 

"  Bully  for  you,"  answered  Kentucky,  with 
his  usual  cheerfulness.  "  Hey,  get  up  there  till 
we  get  this  harness  straightened  out!  "  he  ad- 
dressed the  dogs,  as  he  stirred  them  from  their 
rest. 

They  started  forward  agam  eagerly,  with 
their  noses  in  the  air,  and  barking,  as  if  smell- 
ing the  smoke  of  a  eamp;  but  when  we  were 
eloser  to  it  Malicula  suddenly  began  to  slacken 
on  his  TO]^Q,  and  his  ruff  was  raised,  and  he 
turned  and  looked  at  me,  whining.  Even  as  I 
started  toward  hitn  he  raised  his  white  throat 
and  broad,  gray  wolf  head  into  the  air,  and  sent 
forth  a  melancholy  howl  that  sent  shivers  creep- 
ing up  and  down  my  spine. 

"  Now,  what  do  you  suppose  made  him  do 
tliat?  "  Kentuck  shouted,  as  the  other  dogs 
joined  the  wailing  chorus. 
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"  I'm  afraid,"  I  said,  "  tliat  there's  some- 
thing wroug  up  there.  Come  back  and  take  the 
handles." 

I  went  forward,  and  patted  tlie  leader  with  a 
reassuring  caress,  and  ho  looked  up  at  me  with 
his  intelligent  eyes,  and  followed  when  I  spoke 
to  him.  The  team  straightened  out,  and  the 
sled  surged  forward  slowly,  as  I  led  the  way. 
1  came  to  an  open  spot  across  which  the  two 
white  trails  led,  and  saw,  not  more  than  a  hun- 
dred feet  away,  in  the  gloom  of  the  day,  the 
S(iuat  shape  of  a  prospector's  tent  thrown  be- 
tween two  trees.  The  birches  and  firs  stood 
there  denuded,  like  an  oasis  on  the  borders  of 
a  far-flung  s[)read  of  white  beyond,  leading  up 
to  a  low  hill.  It  was  true  that  smoke  was  crawl- 
ing laggardly  upward,  and  a  droning  voice  was 
waiiing  undistinguishable  words.  The  dogs 
})ulled  back,  and  1  urged  them  forward.  The 
voice  went  on  monotonously,  and  as  I  came 
closer  [  could  hear  nothing  but  a  singsong,  with- 
out language  or  meaning. 

"  Hello  !  "  1  shouted,  to  announce  our  coming, 
and  listened.  The  singsong  did  not  cease,  but 
continued  as  steadily  as  before.  I  looked  back 
at  Kentuck,  and  we  walked  forward  together, 
leaving  the  dogs  huddled  on  the  trail,  with 
the  nose  of  the  sled  wedged  against  the  base 
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of  a    Irco,   so   they  could   not    ovcitiini    it   or 

escape. 

A^'aiu  we  called  at  the  outside  of  tlie  tent, 
but  witliont  eliciting  response  or  cessation  of 
the  song.  We  opened  the  tent  fly,  which  liad 
been  loosely  laslied,  and  looked  inside.  He>ting 
on  his  back  beneath  his  blankets,  and  witli  his 
liands  under  liis  head,  was  a  wliite  man.  We 
entered,  and  1  looked  down  into  his  eyes.  Ap- 
l)arently  he  was  delirious,  and  perhaps  dying. 

"  Don't  you  know  who  it  is?"  whispered 
Kentuck  in  my  ear,  as  if  fearing  to  stop  that 

chant. 

"  Yes,"  I  whisi)ered  back,  my  voice  sonnd- 
ing  loud'and  harsh  in  that  stillness,  broken  only 
by  the  humming  of  the  man  in  the  blankets. 

"  It's  Sparhawk,  the  feller  we  saw  at  Siiig- 
vY  A  dance,"  said  Kentuck,  not  heeding  my  an- 
swer.   "  Sometiiin's  the  matter  with  him." 

I  leaned  over,  and  called  the  adventurer  by 
name,  and  after  a  time  lie  stared  back  at  me, 
became  silent,  and  then  rolled  over  on  his  side, 
and  feebly  put  another  small  stick  of  wood  into 
the  stove,  as  if  the  habit  of  winter  trails  aiid 
camps  had  survived  his  reason— an  automatic 
action  instilled  in  men  when  litV  depends  on 
beat.  1  took  from  my  pocket  my  brandy  flask, 
kept  for  emergencies  only,  and  put  it  to  his 
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]i])s.  I  liad  to  drag-  it  away  from  liim,  lest  lie 
empty  it.  It  appeared  to  revive  liim.  He  rolled 
over  to  one  elbow,  and  liis  eyes  lost  their 
Ktranc:<%  uncanny  ^lare. 

"  Grub!  "  lie  said.  "  For  (Jod's  sake  give 
me  sometliin'  to  eat.    I've  lived  on  raw  oatmeal 

— years — vears  and Where's  Koyce?    Oh, 

yes,  I  reeolieet  now.  Who  are  you?  Seems 
like  I  know  you.    You  ain't " 

*'  I  am  the  man  you  fought  in  front  of  the 
post,"  I  said,  speaking  loudly,  as  if  believing 
I  nuist  shout  to  make  him  understand. 
"  What's  the  matter  with  you f  " 

He  turned  over  again,  and  then  fell  back, 
as  if  exhausted,  on  his  l)lankets,  and  asked  for 
food,  his  reiterated  "  Grub!  Grub!  "  sounding 
l)ainfully  insistent. 

1  looked  around  the  little  tent.  It  was  littered 
everywhere  in  confusion,  as  if  in  his  illness 
Sparhawk  had  rifled  it,  and  stolen  from  himself. 
He  had  subsided  now,  and  lay  there  with  his 
eyes  closed  in  a  ghastly  way,  with  the  whites 
showing,  as  if  physical  strength  were  insuffi- 
cient to  close  them. 

I  turned  with  Kentucky,  and  hurried  outside. 
We  took  the  lashings  off  the  sled  in  haste, 
and  I  went  back  into  the  tent  witli  a  stew 
kettle  and  a  strip  of  the  precious  frozen  moose 
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moat  ill  my  liaiid.  Tlio  wood  was  almost  cx- 
liaustcd,  and  Sparliawk  stili  lay  with  his  eves 
ck)S('d  in  that  same  half-dead  way.  T  foarcd 
for  an  instant  that  lie  was  dead,  and  leaned 
over  to  catch  his  faint  lireathing.  lie  did  not 
look  like  tho  stronjj:  man  I  had  seen  that  ni^ht 
at  the  S(iuaw  (hince.  [  wondorod  what  could 
have  hron.uht  him  to  this,  for  it  scarcely  seemed 
that  starvation  alone  could  have  been  so  deadly. 
1  feared  that  he  was  dyini?,  and  hastened  my 
prei)arations,  through  which  he  slept  in  that 
same  inert  way. 

I  heard  Kentuck  having  trouhlc  witli  tlio 
dogs. 

"  Plang  it  all!"  he  said,  "they're  afraid 
of  somethin'.  AVhat  shall  I  do  with  'cm?  Tie 
'em  up?  " 

"  Yes,"  T  called  hack  softly,  and  heard  him 
go  about  this  task,  then  the  ring  of  liis  ax  as 
he  felled  a  tree  for  fuel. 

"  Feed  the  dogs,"  [  called,  "  and  maybe 
they'll  get  over  it.  And  give  them  a  fish  each 
to-night,  so  they'll  feel  better." 

"  Good  medicine,"  T  heard  his  response. 

Then  I  aroused  Sj^arhawk  and  poured  the 
steaming  broth  down  his  throat  as,  with  one 
hand  behind  his  shoulders.  T  lifted  him  up.  I 
gave  him  all  T  dared,  then  laid  him  back  on  the 
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blankets,  and  lie  aii:ain  went  to  sleep.  I  went 
outside,  and  carried  in  oui-  supplies,  dropping' 
to  my  knees  inside  the  tent,  liun^r,y,  ..nd  won- 
dering'. T'le  (loiTs,  too  tired  to  utter  further 
protest,  and  too  happy  to  tind  such  an  abun- 
dant nieal,  were  sniellin<r  around  the  snow  for 
last  fra.i^'inents  of  froze?i  (ish.  Kentucky  came 
in  with  the  blankets,  and  whispered,  as  if  fear- 
in.ir  to  arouse  the  sleeper:  "  What's  ho  <<ot  to 


sav 
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1  shook  my  liead,  and  tlirew  tlie  bacon  in  the 
IKin,  and  stirred  the  flapjack  batter,  i)repara- 
tory  to  makin<,'  our  bread  supply.  Kentuck 
sat  there,  starin<>:  at  the  recumbent  Sparhawk 
for  a  time,  then  went  out  and  filled  the  i)au 
with  snow,  and  put  it  wiiere  it  could  melt.  I 
heard  him  pass  outside,  and  go  from  dog  to 
dog  with  a  friendly  word,  as  if  they  were  still 
nervous,  then  wash  liis  hands  in  snow  torn  from 
the  bank  around  the  foot  of  the  tent.  The 
eandle,  stuck  in  a  crotched  stick,  flared  brighter, 
and  [  poured  the  first  batter  in  the  frying  pan, 
and  watclied  it  come  to  a  brown  before  flipping 
and  turning  it. 

Kentucky  entered,  and  piled  some  of  his 
newly  cut  wood  over  the  tent  fly  lo  hoh:  it 
down,  and  at  my  suggestive  nod  picked  up  the 
iirst  pancake  and  strips  of  bacon,  and  rolled 


L>_S        TIIK  MOCC'ASTXS  OF  (lOLl) 

llirtri  into  a  coiivctrK'nt  liaiuifMl.  Ii«'  ate  sol- 
emnly and  silently,  starin.i,'  tliou<,'iitriilly  at 
Sparliawk,  who  still  slept.  I  lifted  the  Cnir 
d'Alener'^  head,  and  a,i>ain  lield  the  broth  to 
his  lips.  This  time  it  was  stronf^er;  hut  lie 
swallowed  greedily,  and  then,  without  word  or 
look,  fell  asleep. 

We  had  finisluMJ  our  meal,  soon  to  it  that  tli<> 
do^'s  were  asleep,  and  wa>hed  out  our  oookinff 
utensils  l)ofore  Sparliawk  awoke.  Then  he  sud- 
denly tried  to  sit  up,  and  f<-ll  hack,  clutching 
his  si.lo.  The  strenjith  of  his  (h'liriuni  had  de- 
serted him,  and  he  lay  there  staring  at  us,  but 
with  sauo  eyes. 

"  IIow  did  you  g<"t  here?  "  he  oroakod  feebly. 

"  Over  tiio  trail,"  Kentuek  ausworod,  with 
an  assumittion  of  ohoorfulnoss. 

Sparhawk  appeared  to  bo  trying  to  remem- 
ber. 

"  We're  north,  ain't  we?    A  long  ways  from 

anpvhore?  " 

"  We  are,"  I  answered.  "  We'^'e  been  fol- 
lowing what  Nve  think  must  have  been  your 
trail." 

Again  he  lay  (piiet  for  a  moment,  and  then 
said:  "  And  the  Hatchet's!" 

"  T  sn]>])ose  so." 

The  pause  was  longer  this  time,  and  he  ap- 
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})('ar('(l  tu  he  f  liiiikiiii,'  ()\fc  ^<tmt';l'iIll,^  I 
tlioii^iit  it  lies!  to  i:i\('  liiiii  more  (»!'  the  Itrotli, 
which  li.'nl  now  hrcoriif  thick  niid  mmi'ishini;', 
Jliid  he  weakly  h't  iiic  lift  him  ii]',  and  hold  it 
to  his  lips,  l!  seemed  to  -trcni;thcii  him  some 
what,  and  his  eye-;  a|»]>eared  moic  thon^'htl'uh 

"  VoM  know  wlierc  lie's  headin'  for,  then?  " 

I  nod(lc<l  my  licad,  as  did  Kentuck. 

"Well,  then  you  kno  that  he's  after  the 
red  ,n()ld.  I'vr  heen-  rv<'  lieen  ^^()]]\'  <»ut  foi' 
so  lon<j^  that  I  lo.-t  count  of  the  days.  1  can't 
make  it.  Voui-  and  my  (ii;lit  ain't  exci-  comin' 
off.  Son-y  for  that!  I'm  a  '^tnei-.  I'm  i^^oin' 
to  cash  in.  Maylie  I'd  hest  U'll  you  how  it 
hai)i)ened.  The  Iiat(  net  i,n)t  me.  Come  over 
here  and  look." 

He  clawed  with  his  emaciated  liands  at  the 
blankets,  and  I  pulled  them  down,  to  draw 
back,  shocked.  His  whole  shonlder  \>as  crudely 
swathe(l,  hut  the  stained  l.and.i^'es  had  fallen 
away,  and  been  displaceil  in  that  instinctive 
effort  to  keep  ali\'e,  maintained  (hrouf!:h  liis 
delirium,  and  a  i,Mpin<j^  wound  w\'S  exposed, 
such  as  that  made  by  a  heavy,  slow-movinji^ 
bullet  when  its  force  lias  been  almost  exix'iuled. 
It  led  through  the  upper  part  (»f  his  luii^,  as 
nearly  as  i  could  judge,  and  was  a  frightful 
hole. 
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"  Tlic  Ilateliet  gave  me  tliat,"  he  said, 
use   tiyin'   to  fix   it   ud!     I'ln   a   ••oner, 


"  Xo 

Our 


li<;Iifs  not  settled,  and  it  ain't  wortli  wliile. 
Voii  ''oi\<ilit  fair,  you  did!  Just  give  me  some 
more  of  tiiat  soup." 

Again  1  held  tlie  kettle  to  li's  lips,  and  he 
drained  it  greedily,  t'everislih'.  lie  would  have 
talked  then,  hut  I  ma(h'  him  keep  (juict,  and 
tried  to  dross  his  wound  as  best  [  might,  al- 
though lie  constantly  assured  me  that  it  was  i 
useless  ministration.  But  it  had  this  efa-et, 
that  he  went  to  sleep,  exhausted,  before  I  had 
fiirshed,  and  we  laid  out  our  blank  and  did 
likewise,  without  liis  having  said  anythinir 
more.  Only  now  and  then,  through  the  niglu, 
the  dogs  howled  as  if  the  air  were  tilled  with 
spirits  of  the  dead. 


CHAPTER  XV 


SPARflAWK   FINISHES 


"  What  time  is  it  now?  " 

Sparhawk's  voice,  feeble  and  hoarse,  aroused 
us.  It  was  not  daylight,  and  I  struck  a  matcli, 
and  looked  at  my  watch.  It  was  nearly  eight 
o'clock  IV  the  morning.  I  hastily  crawled  from 
my  warm  rol)e,  and  reached  for  the  kindling, 
:ir,d  tiirust  it  into  the  little  stove,  and  set 
lire  to  it.  It  was  bitterly,  bitingly  cold, 
with  that  dead  still  cold  that  seems  almost  to 
stab. 

"  I  didn't  want  you  to  get  up  on  my  account," 
Sparhawk  went  on,  in  his  labored  voice,  "  but 
I  jest  wanted  to  know  the  time.  I've  been 
thinkin'  a  lot." 

"  "Well,  suppose  you  try  to  go  to  sleep 
again,"  I  said.  "  It  will  be  warmer  in  a  minuie 
or  two,  '-^J  I'll  get  that  broth  working,  and 
wake  yo     when  it  is  good  and  hot." 

"  No  nse,"  he  said;  but,  as  if  reassured  by 
my  friendly  itresence,  and  comforted  by  the 
warmth  so  quickly  making  the  little  tent  com- 
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fortal)le,  lie  was  soon  do/inij,  aiu 


1  r  cautiously 


iiiado  l)roi)arati(iiis  for  breakfast. 

Keiituckv,  after  tiiniini]:  restlessly  to  get  his 
face  awav'from  the  light  of  the  eaiuUe,  began 
snoring.  '  I  Wi'ut   outside   the   tent,   where   the 
stais   were  siill   shining,  and   the  «logs,  as   if 
tired  hv  Hieir  night  of  restlessness,  were  now 
mere  hiaek  spots^  in  the  holes  whic-h  Kentuek 
had  scooped  for  them  in  the  snow.     I  di<l  not 
arouse  Kentuek  until  the  breakfast  was  ready, 
for  I  surmised  that  ^\e  should  be  compelled  to 
lay  up  here  for  mere  humanity's  sake,  untd 
Sparhawk   was  better,   'ive,  or  dead.     It   was 
hard  that  we  shouhl  hav'^  come  so  far  to  such 
an  unfortunate  end,  spelling  failure,  ]u-obably, 
for  to  i)ass  (m  in  such  a  crisis  --     ihis,  on^  nmst 
have  a  heart  of  stone.    And  the  foodi    It  was 
getting  scarcer  by  so  many  pounds  each  day. 
'^  We  tin i shed  our  breakfast,  and  fed  the  dogs, 
and  it  was  daylight  l^efore  Sparhawk  awoke. 
T  gave  him  the  st.^aming  broth  again,  and  he 
made  a  feeble  effort  to  smoke,  but  it  was  the 
effort  of  the  mind  trying  to  resunu-  habit,  and 
he  soon  tossed  the  cigarette  to  one  side.     He 
looked  up  at  us,  and  I  saw  that  his  eyes  had 
oven  a  less  virile  fire  than  on  the  night  before. 
The  man    was    dying,    and    he    knew    it,    and 
faced  it. 


SPARIIAWK  FIXISIIKS 


"  Any  wolf  siiyns?  "  lie  suddonly  asked. 

"  Why,  no.  None  that  wo  havo  seen,"  Ken- 
tiu'k  answered. 

"  And  it  ain't  snowed  none  since— since  I've 
hoen  here 
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"  Then  I  want  you  to  get  'em  and  bury  'em. 
That  is,  put  'em  up  in  the  trees  where  tlie 
wolves  can't  get  'em,"  he  said,  and  Kentuck 
and  I  stared  at  him,  wondering  if  his  mind 
had  been  delivered  to  delirium. 

"  Who  do  you  mean!  "  I  asked,  bending 
forward,  and  looking  at  him. 

"  Koyce,     my     j^ardner,     and     that     squaw^ 

Mary."' 

We  were  on  our  knees  now,  and  looking  at 
him  open-mouthed. 

"  Yes,  they're  dead,"  he  added.  "  You'll 
find  Royce  just  out  at  the  edge  of  this  ])atch 
of  trees,  on  the  north  side.  Then,  farther  to 
the  east,  I  think  you'll  find  her.  Both  shot.  Go 
and  see,  won't  you?  I  could  rest  better,  it 
seems  to  me,  knowin'  that  they've  been — been 
cared  for.  They've  been  askin'  me  to  see  to 
it,  when  1  was  here  alone,  goin'  out  and  starvin' 
because  I  didn't  have  strength  to  do  more  than 
grab  raw  oatmeal  and  bacon  and  imt  on  a  little 
more  of  the  wood.     Royce  was  always  great 
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for  cnttin'  wood.  Tie  ciKvays  pilod  onoiio:li  np 
in  each  camp  to  last  a  week.  I  owe  nim  that 
much." 

AVe  Imn-ied  out  of  tlio  teut  afttT  reHninij:  tlio 
stove  to  its  capacity,  and  made  our  way  to- 
ward the  northern  inirt  of  tlie  tinibei'.  Tlie 
dogs  began  to  howl  again,  that  same  unearthly 
call  of  re(iuiem.  "We  had  not  far  to  look. 
There  were  tracks  where  men  had  run  back- 
ward and  forward,  as  if  dodging  beliind  trees, 
two  freshly  cut  stumi)s  wliere  Koyce  liad  cut 
wood,  and  then  wo  found  lii.-  body.  It  was 
doubled  up  behind  a  tree,  face  downward  in  the 
snow,  with  a  rifle  lying  beside  it.  lie  had  two 
bullet  wounds,  as  we  could  make  out  from  the 
stains  on  the  snow,  and  such  examination  as 
could  be  made  of  him  under  conditions. 

*'  Let's  get  him  into  the  crotch  of  a  tree," 
Kentuck  said  softly,  and  wc  adopted  that  prim- 
itive method,  in  the  bitter  cold,  of  giving  him 
the  most  titting  tomb  we  could  master.  We 
carried  him  far  away  from  the  cam])  where  he 
iind  died,  however,  as  we  d''1  not  know  how 
long  we  might  be  there.  Three  of  the  dogs 
howled  dismally  as  we  passed  them,  but  the 
fourth  lay  still  nnd  inert,  lifting  a  slow  head, 
and  running  out  a  tongue  that  was  not  red. 
Even  in  that  moment  of  grewsoraeness,  I  no- 
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tieed  it  with  a  sinking-  of  tlie  heart,  for  it 
nioant  that  another  (h>.ii:,  Kono,  one  of  my  oric:- 
inal  lot,  was  doonioil;  hut  I  said  nothiiiii^  to 
Kentucky  as  we  lifted  that  frozen  l^ody  up  into 
tlie  l)ranehes  after  einptyini?  the  pockets,  laslied 
it  to  linihs  hiid  in  the  Itouglis,  and  h-ft  it  to  its 
rest. 

"  lie  said  to  the  east,"  Kentuck  muttered, 
as  we  retraced  our  steps.  "  I  wonder  how  it 
all  happened!  Poor  girl!  The  '  P.ig  Chicken,' 
[  called  her  in  a  joke.  Now  I  must  call  her 
]\Iary.     It  seems  more  fitting." 

AVe  began  circling  along  the  outer  edge  of 
the  trees,  seeking,  yet  dreading  to  find,  that 
second  relic  of  a  tragedy  which  we  could  not 
undeistand.  She  was  there,  laid  out  on  the 
snow,  with  lier  arms  folded;  but,  to  our  sur- 
l)rise,  a  breastwork  of  fallen  trees,  almost  im- 
pregnable, had  been  barricaded  across  her  form 
to  ])rotect  her  from  the  ravages  of  beasts.  We 
tore  them  away,  and  spent  an  hour  constructing 
such  a  platform  as  we  could  between  the  trees, 
and  then  went  l)ack  to  the  tent,  and  found  a 
blanket,  in  whicli  we  bound  lier  body  as  we 
lifted  her  up  to  that  crude  sepulclier.  Her 
face  was  umnarred,  and  her  eyes  were  closed. 
She  had  been  shot  from  behind,  and  death  must 
have  been  instantaneous.    For  this  at  icast  we 
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^\■vro  ,i>la<l,  boliovinj?  she  had  passed   without 
sufforin^^  hut  wo  wondered  wliy  or  how. 

"  I'm  j?oiir  to  (h)  one  tliins;  more,"  KciitiK-k 
said  softFy,  "  before  we  h\ave  here.  I'm  goin' 
to  make  a  cross  for  her.  You  see,  I  knew  her, 
and  slie  was  (Vmstantine's  sister.  He'd  like 
it  })etter  if  he  knew  tliat  she  was  put  to  rest 
like  a  Christian;  like  someone  who  had  been 
to  school  at  Holy  Cross  Mission.  ' 

I  agreed  with  him,  and  we  cut  two  saplings 
that   we   could   take   into  the   tent,  thaw,   and 
pool,  for  that  humble  headmark  of  the  young 
woman  who  had  paid  her  life  for  the  red  gold. 
I  do  not  think  we  felt  as  much  s>nnpatliy  for 
Eoyce,  of  whose  antecedents  we  had  heard  noth- 
ing creditable,  and  of  whose  end  we  were  still 
umiware.    F^ut  it  did  seem  hard  that  this  Indian 
girl  should  have  delivered  her  life  so  uselessly, 
when  but  a  few  weelis  before  we  had  seen  her 
dancing  vainh   with  the  gaudy  mo<^casins  in  a 
smoke-filed  hut  back  in  the  camp.    The  camp ! 
That  was  hundreds  of  miles  away,  and  now 
seemed  the  heart  of  civilization   fully  devel- 
oped! 

It  was  afternoon  by  the  time  we  had  per- 
formed these  simple  services  for  the  dead,  and 
we  went  back  to  the  tent,  and  warmed  water 
for  our  hands,  and  inled  more  fuel  in  the  stove, 
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wbicli,  from  time  to  time',  wo  had  roplcniislied. 

"You — you  put  'oin  away?  Put  'em  away 
right,  did  you?  I  hoard  your  axes."  Spar- 
hawk  rolled  his  head  feebly  toward  mo  as  he 
asked  his  question. 

"  Yes.    Tn  the  very  best  way  we  couhl." 

"I'm  glad.  I  think  it  makes  it  easier  for 
me.    And — say — you'll  do  as  mueh  for  me?  " 

"  If  we  have  to;  but,  pshaw!  You  haven't 
loft  us  yet!    Brace  up." 

"  Oh,  what's  the  use  in  your  tryin'  to  oon 
me?  I  know!  I'm  'most  in.  You  oan  go  to 
oiittin'  the  poles  now.  It  won't  bother  mo. 
I'm  ready  to  go.  The  game's  over.  You'll 
keep  your  -word,  I  know.  I  like  you.  Yr  ''-e 
my  sort.  But,  my  God!  How  T  wish  I  n  ^tit 
have  lived  to  have  one  more  try  at  you.  I  can 
die,  though.    I'm  game  enough  for  tlui  " 

In  the  face  of  that  brave  submission  I  coukl 
not  dissemble  with  false,  encouraging  words, 
for  I  know,  as  well  as  did  he,  that  it  was  a 
matter  of  but  a  few  hours.  He  did  not  say 
anything  more  until  wo  had  made  our  meal, 
and  I  had  examined  and  done  what  I  could  for 
the  stricken  dog.  But  that  loss  to  ourselves, 
vital  as  it  was,  was  forgotten  in  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  graver  tragedies  which  we  had 
brought  to  a  close.     Sparhawk  recurred  to  it 
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liimsoU",  and  all  tlic  time  liis  strongtli  was  I'ap- 
idly  failiiisj:. 

'*  A  buck  11])  at  Fort  TTanilin  told  mo  and 

Roypo   about   this   red  gold   and   its  cuss,"   ho 

said,  looking  at  nio  as  1  sat  bosidc  liim.    "  Wo 

came  down   to   Xoucloviat,  liopin'  to  find   '>ut 

sometliin'  about  it.     Tlion  we  hoard  that  iiar- 

stow  was  (load,  and  about  give  u)).     Mary  and 

her  brother  comes  back.     She  shows  uj)  with 

the  moccasins  with  the  nuggets  on    'oin,  and 

she  tells  Royce  that  the  woman  that  dies  told 

her  what  Barstow  had  said  about   his  findin' 

the  gold,  and  where  it  was;  but  she  won't  tell 

Koyce.     He  jilans  to  marry  her,  boin'  as  she 

ain't   forgot  all   the  decency  they   taught  her 

down    at    Iloly   Cross,   but    along   comes    this 

Hatchet." 

He  twisted  in  his  blankets  with  pain,  and 
I  tried  to  make  him  more  comfortable;  but  he 
was  querulous,  and  wanted  to  finish  his  story. 
Perhaps  as  a  vindication  of  his  own  part  in 
the  affair. 

*'  The  Hatchet  and  Royce  sized  each  other 
up.  The  buck  knew  that  Royce  was  after  the 
girl,  and  ho  was  after  her,  and  I  guess  it  was 
for  the  same  reason — to  find  where  that  cussed 
gold  came  from.  I  wish  to  Heaven  we'd  never 
heard  of  it !    But  she  take^  to  the  Sioux.    You 


SPARTTAWK  FTXTSTTES 


2;]0 


remember  tliat  niglil  at  tlie  dance?  Well, 
Koyce  was  for  killin'  him  then,  1  wish  I'd 
liave  let  him  do  it.    1  was  an  idiot  that  1  <lidn't ! 

"  We  found  that  the  Hatchet  had  won  her, 
and  says  Koyce  to  me:  '  We'll  watch  the  buck. 
lie's  after  the  ^^old,  because  he  knows  what 
gold'll  do.  We'll  watch  the  buck!  '  So  from 
that  time  we  never  paid  no  attention  to  this 
^lary,  but  the  Hatchet  couldn't  cook  a  bean 
without  our  knowin'  it.  Royce  and  me  took 
turns.  Maybo  the  Hatchet  knew  it.  I'm  not 
sure  that  he  did,  or  that  he  didn't.  If  he  did 
he  showed  some  guts,  because  he  kept  his  traji 
shut,  and  just  led  us  on,  and  on,  till  he  got 
us  up  here  where  he  wanted  us,  and  my  tight 
mighty  near  busted  the  plans,  because  if  you 
hadn't  stopj)ed  'em,  the  boys  down  at  Neuclo- 
viat  would  have  run  us  out.  Wish  they  had — 
meanin'  no  offense  to  you! 

'■  We  saw  the  Hatchet  pull  out,  and  lie  met 
the  girl  down  by  the  Ramparts.  It  was  all 
made  up,  I  guess,  between  them.  We  went 
l)ack  to  the  camp,  and  got  our  dogs  and  outfit, 
which  had  been  lashed  to  the  sled  for  a  week, 
just  waitin'  for  tliis.  We  kept  behind  'em  all 
the  time,  and  the  Hatchet  either  let  on  he  didn't 
know  we  were  follerin'  him,  or  kept  from 
showin'  it.    He  took  us  farther  than  we  reck- 
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oiumI  he  would  ,i,^<»,  hul  we  liuii,i,'  on  like  coyulos 

on  a  li(M(l. 

"  \*,y  aiitl  by  w.'  .u;<)t  careless  like,  atid  one 
of  our  (loi?s  (lied,  aud  tln'  wolves  ^^ot  anotlior, 
and  we  had  to  leave  one,  and  it  was  lianl 
sle.Min'.  The  wolves  was  around  us  nearly  all 
the  time.  Tliey'd  eoine  nii^hts,  out  in  the  woods, 
lean  and  hun-ry,  and  try  to  .ujet  the  do^rs,  Init 
we  alwavs  drove  'em  off.  Maybe  it  was  -ho 
shots  let'the  llateiiet  know  he  was  boin'  eiiasod. 
I  (h)n't  know  about  tliat.  Tlieii  we  cami-ed  here. 
Some  time.  I  (hm't  know  when.  It  seems  like 
three  or  four  years  ai^o,  now. 

"  We  killed  One  of  our  last  doj^s  to  feed  the 
otliers.  drub  was  <;ettin'  scarcer  all  the  tinu\ 
AVc  got  up  in  tli^  mornin '  to  l)reak  camp.  Koyce 
goes  out  to  see  whether  the  wind's  come  up  to 
fill  the  Hatchet's  trail.  I  was  in  the  tent.  He 
veils  for  me,  and  I  knows  by  the  sound  some- 
thin 's  wronu'.  1  runs  out.  lihifj!  goes  a  riilo 
off  in  that  i.atch  of  timber  you'll  see  about  a 
hundre.l  vards  ahead,  and  Koyce  begins  to  run 
back  toward  tlie  tent.  Tie  runs  in,  and  says 
to  me:  '  It's  the  Hatchet.    Tie's  after  us.' 

"  Tlien  he  grabs  his  ritle,  and  starts  back 
out.  He  makes  it  to  the  trees  where  you  found 
liim,  and  I'm  try  in'  to  see  where  the  Sioux 
is.     There   was    another   crack,   and   I   heard 
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Koycc  yrll:  '(let  voiii-  ijuii!  (^hiick!  He's 
Iihiuucd  inc!  '  1  runs  l)ack  to  tlic  tent,  and 
wliilc  Till  inside  I  hears  another  sliot  or  two, 
and  then,  when  I  comes  out,  there's  another, 
ami  lioyee,  ni>  paidnef,  is  cruinplin'  u[)  like  a 
busted  ej^-ir,  an<l  the  riHe  falls  out  of  his  hand. 
I'm  sore,  antl  run  to  see  if  I  ean  h<'li)  liirn,  wlieu 
I  hear  another  shot,  and  ii  ball  takes  past  my 
head. 

"  Well,  that  made  me  hotter 'n  ever,  and  [ 
ran  outside  the  woods  to  see.  There  stands 
the  Ilatehet,  with  his  ^'un  up,  takin'  aim  at  me. 
1  j,^ets  behind  a  tree,  just  as  he  shoots,  although 
it's  no  biirger'n  your  thumb." 

Sparhawk  stopi)ed  to  ('oui;-li  in  the  ghastly, 
broken-lunged  cough  of  a  dying  man,  and  it  was 
a  full  tliree  minutes  before  we  could  get  him 
comfortable  again,  and  then  he  lay  there  for 
some  time,  gas})ing,  before  he  spoke. 

'*  Where  was  I?  Oh,  yes.  About  the 
Hatchet,  lie  started  back  toward  the  woods, 
as  if  tryin'  to  draw  me  out.  He  did,  because 
I  was  sore,  so  sore  I'd  have  gone  to  hell  to 
have  felt  his  sorrel  throat  in  my  hands.  The 
tii'es  was  in  the  way,  so  I  ste])ped  to  the  open. 
I  lifts  the  rifle  to  shoot,  and  just  as  my  finger 
was  on  the  trigger  somethin'  ha{)i)ened.  I 
heard  a  yell!    It  was  that  Mary,  and  she  run 
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oiit  niul  got  hctwoon  mo  and  liiiii  Ix't'orc  I  coiiKl 
stop  my  tiiigei'.  I  could  have  shot  myself  when 
1  see  her  fall.  1  hadn't  nothin'  ajj^in'  her.  [ 
sort  of  liked  her.  And  there  she  went  down, 
like  a  sack  of  salt  with  the  bottom  cut,  slow- 
like. 

"  I  dro{)])ed  my  gun  down  and  cussed,  ami 
^vonId  have  gone  over  to  see  how  had  siie  was 
hurt.  The  Ilatehet  is  almve  her.  J  don't  look 
at  him.  J 'm  sorry  for  her.  Then  comes  some- 
thing that  knocks  me  over,  there's  a  streak  of 
red  tire  through  me,  and  as  1  fall  the  sound  of 
a  shot.     That   Hatchet's  got  me! 

"  I  dou't  know  what  it  was  made  m^  lie  still 
when  somethin'  kicked  me  in  the  ribs.  Maybe 
because  1  was  too  weak  to  open  my  eyes,  and 
<lidn't  care.  1  knew  without  lookin'  at  him 
that  the  Hatchet  did  it,  and  that  he  was  staudin' 
there  over  me  to  see  whetlier  1  was  done  for 
or  not.  I  reckon  he  thought  I  was,  for  he  went 
on  over,  and  from  where  I  lav  I  could  see  lie 
done  the  same  to  poor  old  Royce.  He's  a  ravin' 
madman,  and  is  mutterin'  to  himself.  He  gets 
our  ax,  and  I  hear  him  slashin',  and  I  worked 
my  hand  u]),  and  stuffed  my  parka  into  the 
hole  he'd  drilled  in  me,  and  waited. 

"  I  guess  T  went  off  onct  or  twice,  and  it's 
a  wonder  I  didn't  cash  in  then.    When  I  come 
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to  I  lu'aiil  ;iM  a\,  then  it  st(»piic<l,  ami  tliroui^h 
my  i-ycwin'  si  scr  the  llatclu't  make  for  the 
tt'iit,  as  if  he  was  in  a  hurry,  lie  takes  wiiat 
he  wants,  <j^iaiis  our  otlici'  two  tlo^s,  and  away 
he  ^oes,  stoppin'  diily  onct,  and  that  was  when 
he  passed  the  place  where  Mary  lay.  Then 
lie  went  on.  1  waited  a  lonjj:  time.  Tlu'  cold 
had  kind  ol'  stopped  the  lilood.  I  crawh-d  back 
to  whei'e  my  pardiu'r  was.  Alicady  he  was 
cold.  It  took  me  an  hour  to  nudve  the  tent,  and 
when  1  come  to  the  next  time,  I  was  al)out 
i'roze.  There  was  coals  left,  and  I  i)nt  in  some 
(  f  the  pile  oi'  wood  Royce  had  cut,  and  got  into 
the  blankets,  and  went  olT  a.uain." 

He  coughed  violently,  and  Kentucky  threw 
nuti'e  wood  into  the  stove,  and  handed  me  the 
tlask,  as  if  suggesting  that  it  might  prolong 
Sparhawk's  life.  [  gave  the  dying  man  another 
drjun  of  it,  and  he  strengthened  momentarily, 
and  went  on,  as  if  eager  to  be  through : 

"  ]t  seemed  to  me  it  must  have  been  a  year 
that  I  was  here  alone,  with  them  outside  there 
in  the  cold,  and  me  erawiin'  out  to  get  the  last 
of  the  sticks  lioyce  had  cut.  I  know'd  I  had 
to  make  'em  last  a  long  time,  because  I  was 
too  weak  to  cut  any  more,  and  so,  sometimes 
for  what  seemed  like  two  or  three  days,  I'd 
let  the  fire  go  out  after  I'd  clawed  off  a  piece 
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of  blanket  to  make  another  start  with.     Some- 
tinios  I  think   [  stejit  a  week. 

"  Thinj^s   began    to    come    to    tlie    tent — tlio 
fTateliet/":Marv  askin'  me  to  tell  Constantine, 
and   Koyee   sayiu',  '  The  wolve^'ll   get   me   if 
you  don't  got  up  and  make  a  cache.     Vou  am't 
goin'  to   leave  rao  out  there  in  the  cold,  are 
^ou,  pard.'  '  and  then  I'd  try  to  get  up,  and 
fallover  again.    And  I  couldn't  cook  stuff,  be- 
cause 1  was  too  tired,  and  it  hurt  too  bad,  and 
T  ate  the  grub   raw.     And  a  lot  of  fellers  I 
know'd  down  in  ti.e  C'cur  d'AIenes,  men  that's 
Ix'on  dead  a  long  time,  came  and   sat  around 
the  t)lankets,  and  talked,  and  said  I  was  about 
due,  and  then  u  didn't  seem  so  bad,  and  every- 
thing got  blurred  like,  and  I  felt  better.     All 
I  had  to  do  was  to  i)ut  in  a  stick  of  wood  now 
and  then,  remernberin'  all  the  time  that  when 
it  was  gone  1  was  done  for,  and  I  didn't  care 
so  nnich,  at  that." 

He  was  ba\»bling  again,  and  Kentucky  got  up 
and  went  outside,  as  if  he  could  not  endure  the 
sound,  while  T  sat  by  Sparhawk's  side,  and 
tried  to  soothe  him.  His  nv^ul  ran  on  the  trad 
and  other  acticms.  Sparhawk  was  one  of  the 
dynamiters,  all  right.  I  learned  that  while  I 
sat  there  by  his  side  waiting  for  the  end.  It 
came  late  at  night,  and  was  preceded  by  clarity, 
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lliat  strange  gift  of  God,  as  if  He  lends  time 
for  review  to  those  whose  lives  are  done. 

It  was  late,  and  still,  and  cold  outside,  suap- 
Xjing  cold,  when  Sparhawk  suddenly  lifted  him- 
self to  his  elbows,  and  said,  in  a  hollow,  far- 
away voice,  as  if  he  were  already  speaking 
from  beyond  the  pale: 

"  I'm  goin'  now.  And  I'm  not  afraid!  It's 
the  Hatchet's  winn-iig.  He's  got  his  satisfac- 
tion. He's  gone  on  after  the  gold — the  red 
gold  that  was  th^  kind  on  the  moccasins,  and 
it'll  do  him  no  good.  Hell  itself  made  it  red, 
and  it'll  redden  the  lives  of  all  them  that  goes 
after  it!    You've  stood  by  me,  and— thanks!  " 

He  dropped  back  before  that  final  word  was 
spoken,  and  it  came  fluttering  from  his  lips  to 
pass  unheard  in  a  silence  less  profound  than 
that  wiiich  engulfed  us  as  we  vainly  tried  to 
revive  him,  there  in  the  cold  heart  of  the  Arctic 
wastes  and  the  Arctic  night,  and  the  candle, 
steadily  burning  in  its  stick,  showed  that  he 
had  died  Avith  a  cjiiical  leer  on  his  face,  as  if 
ridiculing  us  for  our  quest,  and  for  the  very 
act  of  pausing  to  be  with  him  in  the  end. 

Had  either  of  us  been  in  his  place,  and  he 
in  ours,  he  might  have  passed  on  callously, 
justifying  himself  with  the  reasoning  that  to 
pause  would  not  prolong  life,  and  that  sooner 
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or  later  all  men  must  die.  Hard  had  he  lived, 
aud  hard  did  he  die,  up  there  in  the  end  of  the 
world,  and  we  knew  that  from  then  on  the  trail 
would  have  hut  one  set  of  sled,  and  one  pair  of 
moccasins'  marks,  to  the  very  end,  whatever 
that  might  be. 


CHAPTEK  XVI 
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Something  in  us  rebel  led  at  laying  tlie  body 
of  Sparhawk  beside  that  of  the  poor  girl  he 
had  unintentionally  killed,  although  to  have 
done  so  would  save  time.  So,  hard  inished  as 
we  were,  we  paused  long  enough  to  build  an- 
other platform  in  the  trees,  and  laid  the  Ctpur 
d'Alener  there  in  his  bound  blanket. 

Every  hour  was  now  i)reeious  to  us,  and 
yet  we  had  to  build  one  more  -aehe  in  the  trees 
near  the  tent  on  wjiieh  to  store  what  was  left 
of  the  food  belonging  to  Sparhawk  and  Uoyce. 
Evidently  the  Ilatehet,  traveling  light,  had 
taken  but  little  of  it,  and  left  the  remainder 
scattered  about,  either  through  Sioux  i)rofli- 
gaey,  or  because  he  ^vas  eager  to  fret  away 
from  the  scene.  Perhaps,  also,  as  suggested 
by  Kentuck}',  there  had  lurked  in  his  mind  the 
thought  that  with  one  mouth  less  to  feed,  he 
could  reach  his  goal,  and  return  at  leisure  to 
seize  the  sui)i)Iies  of  the  white  men  whom  he 
had  sped  into  eternity. 

2i^ 
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"  The  Ilatclict's  trail  is  alioiit  finislied," 
Kcntuck  said,  as  he  thoui,'ht fully  wrapped  some 
of  the  food  into  a  coinpaet  bundle.  "  It  looks 
to  nie  as  if  he  has  an  idea  he  could  eome  back 
here  'most  any  time,  and  get  this  grub." 

Of  the  fooci  there  was  not  much;  but  even 
that  slab  of  bacon,  heel  of  ilour,  few  i)ound..s  of 
oatmeal,  can  of  baking  powder,  and  two  sacks 
of  cornmeal  that  we  were  to  h'ave  beliind  were 
worth  their  weight  in  gold.  I>ut  w  knew  tliat 
we  could  ?iot  add  a  ])ound's  weight  to  our  sled, 
because  we  weic  faced  with  another  loss,  and 
must  go  on,  with  but  three  dogs.  I  knew  that 
could  we  lay  up  for  a  w<'ek,  tliere  was  a  chance 
of  saving  his  life,  and  the  four  dogs  were  not 
animals  to  me.  They  were  friends  I  bad  i>etted, 
and  who  loved  me,  as  I  did  them.  I  wavered 
foi-  a  long  time  over  that  last  sacrifice.  And 
1  could  not  1)e  the  executioner. 

"  Kentuck,"  I  said,  as  we  were  making  our 
last  preparations,  and  had  ])egged  the  adven- 
turer's tent  securely  so  that  it  might  withstand 
any  sudden  wind,  "  T  can't  kill  that  dog. 
You'll  have  to  do  it." 

Tt  was  the  only  time  T  ever  knew  him  to 
falter.  Tie  turned  scjuarely  on  me,  and  an- 
swered: "  I'd  as  soon  put  a  man  to  death  as 
kill   Keno.     You  do  it,  Tom.     It'<  all   we  can 
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<lo.    Of  coin-so,  he's  ji^ot  to  die.    Wo  caiirt  lonve 
liim  lioro." 

"  ril  bo  haiigod  if  T  will!  "  I  retorted. 

"  "Well,  r  won't,  and  that's  an  end  to  my 
part  of  it.     You'll  have  to!  " 

I  looked  at  him,  and  saw  that  he  would  not, 
and  so  faced  the  necessary  task.  I  felt  like  a 
nuirdero)-  as  I  assured  myself  that  my  gun  was 
working,  and  took  a  long  time  to  he  sure  of  it, 
for  my  heart  was  heaw.  1  stood  outside  the 
tent  when  Kentucky  called  : 

"  Just  wait  about  five  minutes,  won't  you, 
Tom?  You  see,  the  fact  is,  I'm  like  you.  Keno 
and  me  has  been  friends,  and  h-^'s  done  his 
best  for  us,  and  he's  worked  himself  to  death 
for  us  on  this  cussed  trail,  and— well,  I  don't 
want  to  hear  the  shot!  '' 

He  turned  and  hurried  away,  and  I  stood 
there  with  the  gun  in  my  hand  in  my  mackinaw 
pocket.  I  walked  out  to  where  the  dof -^  v;ere. 
Thre(?  of  them  were  up  to  greet  me  with  wag- 
ging tails;  but  Keno  lifted  his  he^d  only,  and 
tried  to  tell  :iio  in  his  way  that  he  was  ill.  I 
bent  over  him,  and  i^atted  the  faithful  head, 
and  he  licked  the  hand  that  was  i)reparing  to 
]mt  him  out  of  existence.  I  held  his  head  close 
up  against  my  side,  and  he  rested  it  there,  as 
if  believing  me  his  natural  protector. 
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I  suppose  tliat  I  am  a  fool!  1  suppose  you 
will  call  me  a  fool  wiicu  1  tell  you  Ihal  I  couMii't 
shoot,  ami  that  my  eyes  were  brnuhMJ!  P.ut  T 
slipped  the  pistol  l)a('k,  and  picked  Kcno  iiit  in 
my  arms,  and  can'icil  liim  to  the  sled. 

"  Kentuck!  Oh,  Kentuck!"  1  called. 
"  Come  liere." 

My  trail  ])artner  came  slowly  toward  rae, 
and  his  face  was  grave. 

"  I  didn't  liear  it,  thank  Heaven!  "  he  said. 

I  pointed  at  Keno,  lyiiiir  on  the  front  end  of 
the  sled,  in  a  little  IhmI  made  in  its  hollow 
tar])anlin. 

"  I'll  try  to  ])ull  harder  to-day,"  I  said,  and 
Kentucky  Smith  shoved  out  his  hand. 

"  Vou  don't  have  to,"  he  said,  "  because 
I'm  goin'  to  do  about  two  men's  work  myself." 

And  so  we  resume<l  the  trail,  with  an  added 
birden  of  weight,  and  a  dog  less  to  Ik  Ip  drag 
it  across  the  snow;  but  to  this  day  I  am  un- 
ashamed. 

We  learned  that  the  TTatchet  had  camped  hni 
a  mile  ahead  of  his  i)ursuers  on  that  fateful 
night,  and,  as  far  as  we  could  read  the  story 
from  the  snow,  he  hrd  left  Mary  to  pitch  camp, 
and  turned  back  .o  watch  their  i)rei)aralions 
for  the  nlj.^1'-:  Evidently  he  had  then  returned, 
and  in  the  morning  made  that  desperate  j<  ur- 
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noy  to  auiiiliilatc  his  trackers.  Wlicrc  ho  had 
jjaltt'd  oil  that  iii^ht  wt'io  bhickciied  ^stil•ks,  and 
nearly  all  the  tracks  around  were  those  of  the 
y(liiaw  who  was,  unconsciously,  so  near  tlie  end 
of  life.  Out  at  one  side  was  the  frozen,  fam- 
ished body  of  another  dog,  tliat  had  evidently 
succumbed  to  the  same  scourge  that  was  deci- 
mating our  team.  That  was  all,  and  the 
Hatchet's  trail  led  on  toward  the  northern  hills, 
that  rose  higher  and  higher  in  front  of  us. 

We  came  to  another  place  where  he  had 
halted.  Another  straggling  stretch  of  timber 
cut  across  a  valley,  and  here  we  found  a  bundle. 
It  consisted  of  his  stove,  together  with  Mary's 
extra  clothing  and  blankets,  proving  that  the 
weight  was  telling  on  him,  and  that  he  was 
sacrificing  everything,  save  food,  to  lighten  his 
outfit. 

We  hurried  forward  as  fast  as  we  could,  with- 
out appreliension  of  overtaking  him  very  soon, 
for  we  knew  that  he  must  be  at  least  three  or 
four  days  aliead  of  us.  And  of  tliis  we  were 
not  sorry,  for  the  Hatchet  had  proved  that  fol- 
lowing him  was  like  crawling  into  a  jungle 
thicket  after  a  wounded  tiger.  Indeed,  we 
s])eculated,  as  we  tugged  and  dragged  along- 
side our  trail-worn  dogs,  what  could  be  the 
outcome  of  our  meeting,  antl  '.vhether  \ve  should 
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liave  to  kill  him  in  scirdcfcnso,  or,  like  Spar- 
liawk  and  Koycc,  we  sliuiilJ  euiue  upon  him  too 
imcxpectedly. 

Keno,  faithful,  and  strivinj^r  to  understand, 
insisted  on  getting'  off  the  sle<'i  at  inter\-als, 
and  staggering?  alongside.  He  would  crowd  up 
beside  his  old  teannnates,  and  turn  ])aek  ai>peal- 
ing  eyes,  as  if  asking  why  we  had  taken  him 
out  of  the  harness.  His  dumb  distress  haunted 
me  eontinually  as  I  pushed  at  the  sled  handles, 
or  took  my  turn  with  a  ro])e  across  my  shoul- 
ders, imlling  sometimes  so  hard  that  my  snow- 
shoes  buried  themselves  in  the  softer  i)laces. 
Then  he  would  begin  to  lag  behind,  and  we 
would  have  to  i)iek  him  up  and  lay  him,  pant- 
ing, on  the  sled  again. 

Another  dog  showed  signs  of  falling  ill,  by 
his  lumbering  gait,  drooping  tail,  irregular 
efforts  at  pulling,  and  disinclination  to  seize  his 
scant  rations. 

"It's  too  bad,"  Kentucky  said,  as  we 
stopped  to  make  camp  on  the  taird  night  out 
from  the  Sparhawk-Koyce  resting  place.  "  It 
looks  as  if  we'll  have  to  leave  stove  and  tent, 
to  lighten  uj),  the  same  as  the  Hatchet.  We 
cain't  go  much  farther  with  thi;  load,  and  an- 
other dog  goin'  out  of  business." 

I  did  not  answer,  being  too  tired;  but  I  knew 
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that   lie  was  not   wliimixMiiii--  or  complainiiiii-; 

moroly    stating    Inixoiablc    tnitii.      We    niu^t 

liglitcn  the  load  or  abandon  the  cliasc,  and  tlic 

latter  alternative  was  unhearahle.     It   liad  Ix- 

come  an  olwession  with  ns.     We  had  conio  so 

far,    over    so   many    hundred    miles   of   lieart- 

breaking  trail,  throu<,di  heart-ehillinn-  cohl,  that 

we   would   liave   died    rather   than    turn    back. 

We  were  in  the  midst  of  hcuvy  trees,  and  it  was 

already  dark,   for  we  had   resolved  always  to 

piteh    camj)    where    the  Hatchet    aad    stopped 

before  resting,  and  this  day  had  b-en  long  and 

hard.     And  the  trees  above  us  seei^.ed  gloomv 

as  they  stood,  clouded   firs   with   l<>w-hanging 

limbs   creeping  along  the  ground,   and    silver 

birches,   denuded   })y   winter,   and   with   gaunt 

arms. 

It  was  my  night  to  do  the  cooking.  Wo 
unharnessed  the  dogs,  and  gave  them  their 
fish,  threw  the  line  between  the  trees,  and 
dragged  the  canvas  across  it,  mounted  the  stove 
with  its  battered  pipe  that  refused  to  'join, 
brought  in  the  blankets,  and  opened  the  grub 
sack. 

I  gatherer!  nearby  dead  brush  to  start  the 
fire,  and  had  my  hand  in  the  fiour  sack  and  the 
sourdough  can  unswaddled,  when  I  hoard  Ken- 
tuck's  ax  swinging  into  the  tree  he  had  chosen 
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for  fuel.  I  liopt'd  it  would  liavr  sol'l  hoiiylis 
on  liic  oiitl  liiiil  ur  •  oiil.l  ilrau  in  i"nr  a  iiialtn>--^ 
over  tlic  snow,  Itccausc  1  was  dcallily  tir"«l  aii<l 
stiff.  -My  scant  snpi'ly  '>''  '""nsli  wa-  almost, 
oxliaustt'd,  an<l  I  went  out  and  found  sonir  nioro, 
in  tlic  still  white  of  the  snow,  and  nn<icr  the 
thin  li^lit  of  the  stars. 

"  (lot  it  'most  down.'  "  T  shouted,  as  the  ax 
rested. 

"  Ves !     .Inst  a  miinite  more!  " 

There  were  two  or  three  more  swin^nn,i? 
strokes,  and  then  the  erash  of  the  fallin.i?  tree 
as  its  fronds  swept  downward  to  the  \hh\  of 
snow.  It  seemed  to  me  that  I  heard  an  ex- 
clamation, an<l  I  waited  an  instant,  w-tli  an 
armload  <»f  brush,  to  hear  the  ax  resume.  A 
])remonitory  chill  attacke<i  me,  and  for  some 
inexplicable  reason   I  shouted:  "  Kentuck!" 

Tlu>re  was  no  answer,  and  I  started  toward 
him,  foru-ettini,'  that  my  snowshoes  were  stick- 
in^'  in  tiie  snow  outside  the  tent, 

*'  Oh,  Tom!  Come  here!  1*1.1  afraid  you'll 
have  to  help  me,"  I  heard  his  voice,  and 
even  then  1  distinguished  in  it  a  strained 
note. 

I  ran  to  the  snowshoes,  slii»i)e<l  my  feet  into 
the  thongs,  and  hurried  over  the  sn(»w.  Once 
I  almost  fell  as,  in  the  darkness,  they  tangled 
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in  the  tops  of  hrusli  conooalcd  by  the  snow  be- 
neath.   I  ran  forward. 

"  Here  I  am,"  the  voice  caHed,  and  I  turned 
in  its  direction,  to  tind  him  lying-  under  tiie 
fallen  tree  on  his  back. 

^  "  r  can't  get  clear,"  he  said,  "  and  somehow, 
Tom,  I'm  afraid  one  of  my  legs-  is  caught.  It 
hurts,  and  [  can't  use  it.  Help  me  out,  won't 
you?  " 

I  tried  to  drag  him  free;  but  had  to  desist 
because  it  pained  him.    The  tree  was  not  large, 
but  was  too  heavy  for  me  to  lift.    I  cut  a  pole,' 
and  tried  to  move   it   with  this   lever;  but  it 
turned  soggishly,  and  then  fell  back  into  place, 
its  limbs  clinging  to  the  suow  in  which  they 
M-cre  imbedded.     J  hurriedly  cut  another  sap- 
ling in  the  darkness,  and  worked  it  underneath 
as  a  support,  then  cut  the  tree  in  two,  every 
bk)w  torturing  my  pinioned  comi)anion.     I  got 
liim  free  at  last,  and  he  made  a  heroic  effort  to 
rise;  but  he  could  not.     I  thought  it  nnist  be 
his   snowshoes,  and  })urrowed   under  with   my 
liands   to   unfasten    the    long,   clumsy   fi'ames. 
Again  he  tried,  and  then  settled  back\ 

"Old  man,"  he  said,  "it's  no  use.  My 
right  leg  is  broken  somewhere  below  the  knee'. 
i  can  feel  the  bone  grate  when  1  twist.  It's 
all  u|)  with  us!  " 


2.-j(;        TIIK  MOCCASIXS  OF  (i(UJ) 

1  liuiTi(Ml  liack  and  p;o\  tlio  sled,  and  lifted 
liiin  on  it,  and  dra^'.^oil  it  to  tlic  tent,  where 
the  fire  was  almost  out.  1  |>iU'd  in  the  remnant 
of  my  hriisli,  and  unrolled  the  bkuikets  on  the 
snow. 

"  Try  to  stick  it  out  a  few  minute^;,"  I  said, 
'■'  whih-  I  ^et  some  wood.  AVliatever  else  we 
have  to  ^  avc,  the  first  is  fire." 

I  rnshed  back  out,  and  worked  madly  there 
in  the  gloom,  cnttinij:  sufficient  firewood  to  last 
for  a  while,  and  then  returned  with  it  piled  on 
the  sled.  And,  surmisin^:  that  it  mi^ht  l^e  seri- 
ous, I  slashed  off  and  hroudit  ba.  k  with  me 
the  top  boughs  of  the  tree,  to  protect  the 
blankets  from  the  snow.  I  refiUed  the  stove, 
])iled  the  boughs  dee,  ly  and  smoothly,  and 
heli)ed  him  to  roll  off  the  blankets  until  I  could 
lay  him  npon  this  comfortable  couch.  I  made 
three  other  candlesticks,  and,  reckless  of  the 
expenditure  of  light,  imt  the  tent  in  \  bhize. 
AVithout  much  effort  I  removed  his  trousers. 
Our  fears  were  confirmed.  His  right  leg  was 
broken— a  comi)oun<l  fracture  that  would  be 
serious  anywhere,  but  here  might  be  fatal! 

1  began  to  straighten  it  out.  Tlie  stove 
roared  to  a  red  heat,  and  the  tent  became  hot. 
As  yet  the  moment  of  acute  suffering  had  not 
come  to  bis  nerves. 
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"  It  Wiis  my  siiowslioo,"  he  gasjx'd,  as  T 
-worked  over  liim,  forgetting  nil  else  at  the 
moment.  "  The  heel  caught  in  the  brush  as  1 
stepjjed  back  in  the  dark.  It  wasn't  a  big  tree, 
but  it  caught  me  just  right,  as  f  fell  while  try- 
ing to  stand  clear  of  it.  What  on  eartJi  are  we 
to  do  now.'  " 

"  Stay  here  till  it  gets  better,"  I  asserted, 
and  he  did  not  answer.  "  I'll  liave  to  hurt 
you  while  I  try  to  set  it,  ohi  man;  but  you  must 
bear  it.  Wait  till  I  cut  one  of  the  blankets  for 
bandages  to  hold  it." 

I  had  seen  crude  surgery  performed,  but  to 
see  and  ])erfonn  are  different.  I  cannot  detail 
the  hour  of  agony  that  followed  as  I  did  ray 
best;  how  the  sweat  stood  out  on  his  forehead, 
and  his  hands  clenched  and  unclenched,  and  he 
twisk^d,  and  writhed,  and  bit  his  lips;  but  lie 
did  not  surrender,  or  lose  consciousness,  as  I 
did  my  best,  and  laid  thin  sticks  of  wood  along- 
side the  broken  leg,  and  wrajjped  th  ■  woolen 
strips  around  to  hold  them  in  })lace.  lie  went 
into  a  pain-disturbed,  broken  slec})  at  last;  but 
it  was  daylight  when  I  com}»leted  my  task.  I 
went  out,  and  by  candlelight  cut  bircii  trees  of 
the  right  size,  selected  my  pieces,  brought  thera 
in,  and  thawed  them  by  the  stove,  and  then 
peeled  off  the  bark,  and  made  splints  such  as 
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Utterly  worn  out,  1  crept  outside  to  ])ile  up 
more  fuel  and  feed  the  dogs.  Beside  the  tent 
lay  a  still,  brown  heap.  It  was  Keno,  dead. 
We  were  one  dog  less,  and  I  liad  h^st  a  pet. 
It  seemed  to  me  as  if  eveiything  in  the  world 
were  aga.inst  us  as  I  swung  my  ax:  blade  into 
the  remnants  of  the  tree  that  had  been  our 
nndoing.  1  made  the  lu-eakfast  without  dis- 
turbing Kentuek,  then  aroused  him.  He  was 
far  better  than  I  had  thought  he  would  be,  his 
splendid  youth  and  constitution,  his  uninjured 
body  kept  clean  and  abstemious  all  his  life, 
iu)w  re])aying  him. 

"  It  aciies  like  the  devil,"  he  said,  "■  but  I 
reckon  that  cain't  be  heli)ed.  I  can  eat,  all 
I'ight,  and  that's  somethin'  to  be  mighty  thank- 
ful for.  "When  did  you  work  those  out?  "  He 
saw  the  crude  splints. 

"  Last  night,"  I  said.  "  They  will  have  to 
])c  used  as  best  we  can,  inasmuch  as  we  have 
nothing  else." 

I  did  not  tell  him  that  the  faithful  Keno  was 
gone,  but  went  out  to  ])ut  the  dog's  body  in 
the  branches  of  a  tree.  The  wolves  should  not 
have  him!  When  I  returned,  Kentuek  (alh'd 
U)    uic    to    rest,    and    I    threw    myself    on    the 
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bhiiikofs  l.y  his  side,  an(]  was  soon  fast  asleop. 
At  intervals  he  awoke  me  when  lie  moved,  and 
I  crawled  up  to  juit  more  fuel  in  the  stove, 
(hitside,  the  dogs  sniflF(Ml  round  the  tent  t]y,  and 
the  sliort  Arctic  day  swepi  on  across  the  sky. 

T  slei)t  four  liours,  ami  tlien  went  out  n^ain, 
and  cut  wood  as  long  as  the  light  lasted/ and 
l)iled  it  by  the  fly,  and  made  the  tent  comfort- 
able with  a  view  to  a  prolonged  stav;  but  all 
the  time  my  heart  was  sinking  when  ^I  thought 
of  our  scant  food,  and  of  what  might  be  ahead 
of  us  m  this  last  calamity. 

When  I  went  to  slee])'lhat  night,  Kentuck 
appeared  better,  but  still  lay  there  thinking 
about  something,  and  now  and  then  liis  face 
twitched  with  pain.  It  was  dawn  when  he 
awoke  me~not  the  dawn  of  the  Southland,  but 
of  those  chill  latitudes  into  which  we  had  pene- 
trated in  this  foolish  chase. 

"  I've  been  thinkin',"  he  drawled,  as  I  made 
our  simple  breakfast.  "And  it's  this  way 
AVe've  come  this  far,  and  now,  almost  when 
we  must  be  near  the  end  of  the  trip,  and  when 
?:rub  IS  about  gone,  and  dogs  'most  dead  I 
have  to  have  this  hard  luck.  And  I  don't  be- 
lieve much  in  luck,  as  a  rule.  There's  just  one 
way  out  of  it.  Tom,  you've  got  to  go  on  alone." 
1  turned  on  him  with  })rotest.     lie  silenced 
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inc.  as  he  UiV  tbure  ou  his  blaukots  aud  bed  of 
bouirhs. 

"  Xo  use,  old  man,"  he  said,  "  it's  the  only 
way.  You  caiu't  do  nothin'  uuu-h  for  me  here 
tiiat  I  eain't  do  myself.  You  eau  till  the  tent 
Avith  wootl,  so  it'll  be  close.  You  can  bank  the 
tent,  and  ])race  her  so  she  won't  i^ng  or  blow 
over.  You  can  make  kindlin'  and  get  grub  up 
jn-ound  me  so's  L  won't  starve,  and  I'll  be  good 
fi.r  four  or  tive  days,  or  longer,  and  that's  all 
it's  goin'  to  take." 

"  P»ut  I  might  go  farther." 

'•  Then  you'd  die,  because  the  grub  wouldn't 
last.  And  if  you  set  here  we're  goners.  And 
if  you  don't  go,  'most  any  niglit  there  may 
come  a  wind,  and  out  goes  the  trail  of  the 
Hatchet.  It's  stay  here  and  die,  or  go  on  and 
take  a  chance  of  makin'  good.  Tom,  you've 
got  to  go  on,  and  you've  got  to  go  as  soon  as 
you  can!  " 

For  an  hour  we  arg-ued,  with  him  on  the 
blankets  and  I  squatted  by  him;  then  I  had  to 
agree.  So  it  was  that  I  again  worked  kite,  and 
did  all  I  could,  and  made  ready  for  my  start 
ijito  that  still,  stretching  waste  on  the  trail  of 
the  Sioux. 


CHAPTER  XVTI 


ALONE   I  CONTIXUE 

It  was  liardcr  now  tliat  I  was  alone,  scant  as 
was  my  load.  F  lia.l  Imt  two  (lo<,^s,  Maliciila, 
loyal  and  steady,  and  Barsick,  tlio  nndomon- 
strative,  as  e()ini)anions;  for  another  doi,^  jiad 
been  left  behind,  bael  there  in  the  tent  in  the 
woods,  where  Kentiick  was  alone. 

All  day  long  we  tngi^ed  tocfether,  dogs  and 
master.  So  long  had  .Mah"enla  followed  those 
other  sled  tracks,  traced  out  like  a  faint  road 
in  the  snow,  and  frozen  into  little  rough  lines, 
that  he  took  the  road  instinctively.  For  hours 
at  a  stretch  1  did  not  look  at  the  land  around 
me,  save  to  remember  landmarks,  looking  back- 
ward and  impressing  my  memory  with  details 
that  I  must  remember  for  my  return  in  case 
the  shroud  of  snow  obliterated  the  trail. 

Now  it  was  a  hununock  in  the  wide  expanse; 
then  it  was  a  group  of  trees.  Again  it  would 
be  a  lone  pinnacle  of  a  hill,  and  a  wide  tundra, 
where  I  noted  my  compass,  and  dragged  off 
my  mittens  to  write,  with  stiff,  cramped  fingers 
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'Aw  p/mliiii;-  oi'  llic  iiocdlc.  I  was  divided  bo- 
twcou  two  cart's— solicitude  to  reiricinhcr  the 
backward  route  to  wiieic  lay  that  brave,  help- 
less, crippled  nuui;  aiul  watchfulness  ahead. 

On  the  sled  in  front  of  me,  cau.iiht  by  a  mere 
string  that  could  be  broken,  lay  Dan's  rifle, 
loaded;  for  I  proposed  to  take  no  chances  in 
case  of  conllict  with  the  desperate  Indian  ad- 
venturer ahead.  Not  only  was  my  own  life 
at  stake,  but  that  of  Kentuck,  left  behind,  and  to 
whom  sooner  or  later  I  must  return  and  assist, 
lest  he  die  there  miserably,  in  that  terrible  iso- 
lation. And  always  I  was  alert,  constantly 
feariniJ^  that  I  should  come  ui)on  the  Ratchet  so 
close  that  he  would  sense  me,  and  lie  in  ambush 
to  murder.  Again  I  would  steady  myself  with 
the  thought,  repeated  aloud,  that  he  would  not 
]>ause  until  he  came  to  those  high  numntains 
where  stood  three  pinnacles,  in  disto.-ted 
shapes,  the  pinnacles  of  the  legend  and  the 
curse. 

I  camped  late,  and  was  grateful,  in  a  ])ecn- 
liarly  puerile  way,  to  the  Hatchet  for  having 
left  me  a  wickiui),  which  gave  shelter  and  a  bed 
of  boughs,  the  remnants  of  a  charred  log,  and 
a  piece  of  a  snowshoe  thong.  I  had  but  a 
robe,  and  the  dogs  slept  on  either  side  of  mo, 
their  warm  bodies  lending  comfort — Malieula 
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bravely   takin<;'   the  onlcr  clu...  and   I  lie   wnrii 
Harsick,    l.lackcoatcd,   tlic   inner.      I    talked   f(. 

lIleiM    as    u-c    ate    tnovtl,,.,-^    ;,,1,1    |;,y    ,|,,\v,|    fo    r,..{ 

to-;etlier,  an<l  I  knrw  l\n-  tin-  first  time  tlie 
<l<'l»tlis  of  canine  sympathy  and  eompanionsliii). 
Ah,  I  was  h-arnini^',  and  eomiiiir  near.-i-  lo  na- 
ture's heart,  away  off  np  there  in  the  frozen, 
uncharted  hinds  on  which  (lod  Himself  seemed 
to  have  set   His  seal  of  isolation! 

I  slept  late,  because  I  was  tired  out,  and  took 
tlie  trail  reluctantly.  Ahead  of  me  was  mitliin- 
but  the  rollin-  haufni.  I  may  liave  plodded 
bours  without  noticiny;  it.  but  I  suddenly  dis- 
covered somethin.n-  new  and  forebodini?  in  the 
pale  si^nis  of  the  snow.  They  were  tracks, 
buge  and  menacing,  tlie  tracks  of  timbei-  v/olves! 
Tliey  ventured  alonosid(>  that  other  trail,  and 
at  times  passed  over  it,  obliterating  it  with  the 
marks  of  broad,  spread  ])ads. 

Persistently  they  were  there,  alwavs  defined 
remorselessly,  as  if  they  bad  scented  and  fol- 
lowed the  Hatebet,  and  bided  their  time,  as  he 
must  have  bided  bis  wlien  lie  knevr  that  I)ebind 
bim  were  men  whom  he  proposed  to  make  bis 
prey.  They  were  still  there  when  the  dusk 
made  ^  the  trailing  dillicult,  and  I  stopped 
watching  them,  leaving  it  to  the  intelligence  of 
tbe  great,  gray  beast  abead  to  keep  tbe  tracks, 
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and  l)rin«,'  uw  to  a  caiiipin'-r  ])h\v('.     lie  stopped 
at  last,  and  w.'  were  in  a  littU'  draw,  when   wil- 
lows, swept  hy  cai  ly  winter  winds,  reared  tlu-ir 
lops  al)ove  the  snow,  niclani-iioly  an.d  plnniflikt". 
On  this  niulit   there  was  no  friendly  siiclter 
of  tret--,  only  tliosr  thin  bi'anehe<,  eon-vidcd  in 
the    iey    cold,   still    niid    immovable,   above    the 
l)la<-e  where  the  Hatchet  had  sh-pt,  and  whero 
we  slept,     r.ut  to-ni<iht  th<'  d(»M"^  hnddled  closer. 
In    the    mornin,!,^    I   bent    over   to    stndy    the 
stranj-'e  writin.ii:  around  me.     There  was  sonie- 
thin.n-  peculiar  in  it.     I   stopped  and  picked  it 
up.     It  was  an  empty  shell  of  a  repeating-  ritle. 
I  found  another.     Again  my  foot  strnek  some- 
thing hard.     It  was  the  skull  of  a  dog^  polished 
to  an  ivory  wliite.     I  wandered  farther,  more 
intent  on  my  search.    I  found  another  skull,  this 
time  of  a  wolf,  and  farther  out  the  vertebraM)f 
two  other  dogs.    Around  all  was  that  confusion 
of  traeks.     I  hurried  out  in  widening  circles  to 
examine  the  trail  in  the  dim  light  of  the  morn- 
ing.    It  was  plain. 

When  the  TIatehet  left  that  camp  he  had  no 
dogs,  but  ])ulled  his  sled  alone.  The  good  fight 
he  had  made  had  not  saved  his  team  from  that 
murderous  and  silent  horde  of  gray.  They  had 
followed  him,  and  fallen  on  his  dogs,  and  though 
he  shot  to  i)rolect  them,  had  feast.'d  upon  them 
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;iri(l  their  own  dead.  The  \\<ilv('s  wn-c  \\\<  I'mal 
ciicinics.  A  chili  ufiit  thi'oii^ri,  ,,,y  hear;.  ;ni<! 
yet  I  rraMiiKMl  that.  iiia>iiiiich  as  I  had  h'-ai'd 
no  <'i'y.  they  iiiu-t  have  pas^'d  on.  and  1  prayed 
to  (iod  they  would  II, ,t  scent  me  and  return. 

I'nrposely  I  delayed  when  I  fouml  liis  next 
canip.  which  was  early  in  the  evenin,:::.  I  waited 
nntil  the  li<,dit  was  stroni;,  and  studied  it.  The 
wolf  tracks  were  nowhei-e  around.  I  si«;lied 
with  reli<d'  as  we  started,  f,,,-  jt  convinced  me 
that  after  that  oix'  desperate  raid  they  hud 
followed  him  no  farther. 

I  i)assed  with  a  jjoliter  heart  up  a  lon^  series 
of  low-lyin-  hills,  and  then,  at  the  top,  paused 
with  a  lon^'  cry  of  excitement. 

Shinin.n-  in  tlie  (Hstance,  as  cold  and  hard  as 
signposts  of  fate,  W(>re  three  pinnath's  risint,' 
from  a  chain  of  low  mountains.  Ghastly  and 
wliito  they  appeared  when  outlined  against  tlie 
dense  hlue  of  the  sky.  And  the  trail  headed  to- 
ward them,  straight  as  the  flight  of  an  arrow. 
They  i^aled  awry  as  the  (hiy  died  out,  and  I 
did  not  liasten,  fearing  all  the  time  to  surprise 
tills  deadly  character,  who  had  struggled  on, 
over  dead  bodies,  to  his  ambition. 

Without  a  fire,  and  out  there  on  the  rolling 
tiiudra,  we  slept,  and  I  ate  dog  fish  with  the 
dogs,  and  rolled  myself  in  my  robes,  and  went 
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lo  8l('(']t.  niiilcr  the  sc.-nit  odu'o  of  tlic  larpauliii 
pulled  aci-(»ss  ])>■  til"  side  of  the  ni)tili'nod  sled, 
in  a  i'()l•(■l)l)di^,^■  blackness.  Tlie  stars  did  not 
shine,  and  the  do^is  crawled  closer  and  whim- 
l)erod  a  little,  as  if  sensinj*;  soniethi'ic:  beyond 
my  intuition  *.r  porce])tion. 

I  awoke  in  the  night,  and  listened.  Across 
the  wastes  came  the  cree])in,i>-.  stealthy  sounds 
of  something— the  army  of  tlie  snow  set  march- 
ing by  the  wi-  I,  and  sweeiting  around  to  an- 
nihilat(>  me.  I  shuddered,  and  could  no  hmger 
sloe]».  The  wind  was  not  high,  but  it  carried 
a  menacing  message,  the  wnis]u>r  of  death  rid- 
ing on  the  wings  of  the  night.  Drifts  piled 
besid(>  us.  rendering  our  place  warm  and  shel- 
tered, with  a  false,  soothing  warmness,  alluring 
and  lethic. 

I  listened  for  the  storm  to  increase,  luit  it  d'd 
not.  It  merely  continued  to  swee])  across  cease- 
lessly, as  if  it  were  but  \ho  sound  of  that  army — 
that  army  of  snow  ciystals  released  from  tlie 
frozen  surfaces  to  ovfrwhehu  nu\  But  T  swore 
they  had  not  come  to  con(|Uer  me  here,  and, 
long  before  morning,  had  resolved  to  face  it  at 
the  tirst  light  of  dawn.  It  Jinist  be  that  the 
mountain  I'ange  was  but  a  few  miles  beyond 
me,  and  that,  in  the  shadow  of  those  })arricades, 
J  should  find  still  air,  and  fuel  of  some  sort,  if 
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iiotliiiig-  more  than  the  humble  pussy  willow  of 
the  watercourses. 

The  dogs  whimpered  and  wliined  as  I  har- 
nessed them  after  our  cold  morning  meal,  and 
went  fearfully  and  with  turned  heads  into  the 
eutting  gale.  Their  U-et  were  raw,  and  spots 
of  red  marked  their  footsteps  as  ihey  struggled 
forward. 

The  dawn  came,  like  a  twilight,  chilling  and 
steady.  The  trail  was  obliterated  for  the  first 
time  in  that  long  journey,  but  we  had  the  land- 
marks in  view,  faintly  visible  through  the  snow 
dust,  and  toward  the  range  we  headed,  lighting 
our  way  foot  by  foot,  and  caring  nothing  for 
guiding  tracks.  The  fear  of  suri)rising  the 
Hatchet  was  lost  in  the  face  of  that  more  im- 
minent fear  of  dying,  out  there  in  a  blizzard. 
We  stiffly  fought  our  way  up  a  slope,  and 
dropped  down  into  a  valley,  where  I  presumed 
a  stream  ran  in  summer,  and  as  suddenly  as 
we  descended  its  sloi>es  the  wind  died. 

The  dogs  took  ccmrage  and  strength,  and 
moved  faster.  A  clear,  dark  line  was  b<'tweeii 
me  and  the  foot  of  the  hills,  that  rose,  abrupt 
and  rugged,  as  if  carved  from  the  snow  and 
ice.  As  we  drew  closer,  I  saw  that  their  tops 
were  so  precii)itous  that  snow  had  failed  to 
find  lodgment,  and  gave  a  sigh  of  momentary 
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eiijoynu'iit,  for  tlicro,  iliscorniblc  in  ilio  dis- 
laiu'c,  wore  the  slia{)os  of  the  needle,  the  satauic 
outline,  and  the  restini;'  ea^le! 

Somewhere  at  tlieir  bases  the  trail  would 
end.  Somewhere  at  their  feet  was  this  undis- 
turbed treasure,  which  had  lured  so  many  of 
us  into  these  desolations,  the  lure  for  whose 
answer  some  of  us  had  ])aid  with  our  lives. 

In  a  stillness  rendered  more  profound  by 
contrast  with  the  storm  from  which  we  had 
eraerj>-ed,  we  plodded  forward.  I  saw  that  the 
doilis  were  snilling-  new  and  then  at  the  trail, 
and  stoi)ped  them,  and  went  ahead  to  brush 
away  the  surface  snow  with  my  mittens.  It 
was  there  beneath,  heading-  as  were  we,  toward 
the  peaks,  the  trail  of  the  sled.  AVe  were  still 
in  the  direct  line,  and  now  it  would  be  but  a 
short  time  until  the  end  of  the  quest  would  be 
opened  to  view  and  action.  I  took  the  rifle 
from  its  lashings,  saw  that  the  lever  worked, 
and  laid  it  where  it  could  be  seized  in  an  in- 
stant. The  Hatchet  must  shoot  true  with  his 
first  shot,  otherwise  our  chances  would  be 
equalized. 

As  we  advanced,  T  strained  my  eyes  for  any 
thread  of  smoke  to  beti'ay  his  camp;  but  no- 
where was  there  anything  to  show  that  this 
■waste  had  ever  been  violated  by  a  human  being^. 
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I  was  more  alort  as  \xo  approacliod  tho  tliiu 
timber,  and  carried  my  rifle  on  my  arm,  wait- 
ing for  the  opening  of  the  battle,  or  a  shout  of 
warning. 

None  came.  I  was  strung  to  the  utmost 
tension,  until  my  cverwrought  nerves  vibrated 
when  we  i)assed  into  the  birches  and  firs,  all 
scrubby  and  scant. 

I  halted  the  dogs,  and  listened;  but  there 
was  no  sound,  only  a  silence  so  vast  that  it 
was  oi)pres.sive  and  tangible.  It  was  as  if  the 
air  itself,  the  coldness,  the  stillness,  were 
weights  suspended  over  me  for  my  destruc- 
tion. It  was  as  if  all  the  forces  of  nature  were 
assembled  to  exterminate  me  when  I  had  taken 
another  step  into  that  mysterious  region  of  the 
accursed;  as  if  the  sagas,  the  sl/antaiis,  and 
warriors  of  all  the  dead  tribes  were  marshal- 
ing to  bar  my  way,  and  sweep  me  from  existence 
for  my  temerity. 

It  may  have  been  my  nerves,  or  it  may  have 
been  something  else— an  underlying  fear  that 
there  was  something  supernatui'al  in  this  region 
which  I  had  invaded;  l)ut  I  was  afraid!  My 
hair  was  on  end,  and  bristled.  There  in  tho 
broad  day  I  saw  shai)es  in  the  trees,  and  heard 
sinister  sounds,  menacing  me.  I  should  have 
welcomed  the  sight  of  the  Sioux  and  conflict 
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with  somotliiii.H'  wliicli  T  could  sec  and  utkLt- 
stand.  1  was  not  afraid  t(»  die.  I)iit  I  was  afraid 
of  the  i)liantoras  eoii.jurcil  by  my  f<'ars.  It  was 
all  so  still,  so  ^-liastly  white,  so  torrihly  alone! 
Va-vu  the  dogs  apix'ared  to  sense  it  by  their 
faltering,  cautious  steps,  and  crowded  so  close 
on  me  that  Malicula  once  trod  upon  the  ends  of 
my  long  snowshoes,  and  almost  threw  me. 

Again  F  stopped  and  looked  for  signs,  walk- 
ing warily  Ijackward  and  forward.  A  broken 
twig  was  my  reward,  and  I  stopped,  as  before, 
and  swept  away  tlu^  snow.  The  trail  was  still 
there,  leading  through  the  thicket,  where  the 
Hatchet  had  gone  steadily  on.  I  left  the  dogs 
behind,  and  took  the  course,  crouching  behind 
the  closest  trees,  and  with  my  rifle  hammer 
raised,  and  a  finger  in  my  mitten  ui)on  the  trig- 
ger, cold  and  nervous.  Step  by  stej)  I  slipped 
forward,  peering  this  way  and  that  in  search 
of  something— anything— that  would  exi^ose  the 
native  who,  to  me,  was  the  living  death. 

Suddenly,  as  I  descended  farther  into  what 
se(>med  to  1)e  the  bed  of  a  frozen  stream,  I  saw 
a  shaix".  it  was  his  crude  shelter.  l)iit  from 
it  there  arose  no  smoke.  I  cre])t  forward  now, 
slowly  and  with  caution,  fearing  that  in  thy 
intense  stillness  the  slii^iVing  of  my  snowshoes 
over  the  snow  would  betray  me.     I  gained  the 
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slicltor.  and  locked  nronnd  'ts  coriior.  Tts  nslios 
weic  cold,  niid  covered  with  a  li^ht  drift  of 
snow.  1  part'Hl  the  Hr  boughs  of  tills  three- 
sided  abode,  and  looked  more  closely. 

From  the  pole  above,  a.y'ainrt  which  leaned 
lopped  limbs  of  heavy  tr^^s,  wita  snow  piled  on 
top  to  <?ive  shelter  and  warmth,  were  han^inf]^ 
the  scant  sacks  of  his  outfit.  His  blankets  were 
thrown  back  in  confusion,  and  his  sled  was  up- 
turned outside.  Ills  ax  was  where  he  had 
struck  it  into  the  side  of  a  \o'^,  and  his  fryinj? 
]);;n  and  cotfeeiwt  and  kettle,  blackened  by  many 
eaiup  fires,  were  thrown  carelessly  into  a  cor- 
ner.    But  there  were  no  tracks. 

For  a  loniij  time  I  wondered  at  this,  trying 
to  reason  out  why  it  should  be  so.  Here  was 
his  outfit,  everything  he  had,  and  yet  the  fire 
^A'as  old,  and  everything  appeared  deserted.  I 
could  not  imagine  what  had  happened.  I  took 
courage  from  the  fact  that  tiiere  were  no  signs 
in  (he  snow,  so  lowered  my  rifie,  and  walked 
ai-ound  for  a  closer  inspection.  It  was  plain 
that  this  was  his  outfit,  left  tli(>re  in  loneliness. 
1  kicked  the  log  which  had  been  laid  in  front 
of  this  rrude  dwelling  place,  but  there  was  not 
a  si)ark  left  in  its  charred  sides.  [  stepped 
farther  out,  and  looked  around  me.  Nothing 
was  in  sight  save  this  sole  abrasion  on  nature. 
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Al)Ove  nic  rose  the  three  neaks,  t'jwerinu:  up  iiil(3 
the  deathly  air.  The  trees  stood  as  still  as  il' 
carved  from  stone,  b'ifty  or  se\entv-five  l\'et 
beyond  me  ran  something  black  and  steaming 
on  the  surface.  I  walked  toward  it,  wondering 
if  I  were  to  see  another  phenomenon  of  the 
Arctic,  a  s{)ring  so  hot  that  it  never  froze.  It 
ran  for  some  distance  before  being  masked  with 
ice. 

Almost  at  its  brink  my  foot  struck  a  bump  in 
the  snow.  I  did  not  notice  it  at  the  instant,  for 
I  was  looking  down  into  the  bed  of  a  stream 
running  across  a  bed  rock  which  was  almost 
bare,  but  in  whose  leaves  were  long  stringers 
of  brilliant  red,  the  red  of  the  red  gold! 

1  stumbled  forward  and  slipjjed  my  feet  from 
the  thongs,  jmkI  jerked  off  my  mittens,  and 
thrust  my  hands  into  that  heatcnl  water  poured 
forth  from  the  fiery  heart  of  the  earth — or  was 
it  hell?— and  caught  up  and  let  fall  through 
them  that  lavish  stream  of  gold. 

It  was  there!  (Jold  in  greaier  abundance 
than  I  have  ever  seen!  Gold  that  dripped  from 
my  wet  fingers,  and  splashed  back  into  th(> 
clear,  warm  water.  Gold  in  such  abundance 
that  under  my  eyes  lay  a  fortune.  A  stream 
almost  ])aved  with  it,  as  if  all  the  red  gold  of 
the  world  had  been  collected  there  to  await  my 


SiAiiKi)  WITH  Hri.(;iN(i  K^  ks  at  thk  Cioi.i)  Bknkath  Mv  P'eet. 


ALOXE  [  COXTIXUE 


273 


ooiiiiiiK!  F.-u'tlicr  mikI  t'aillior  I  })liin,tro(l  juy 
lijirid-,  nnd  piled  it  ;it  tlif  water's  cih^e,  a  heap 
<•'  '^  until  I  had  a  pyramid,  a  fortuiit',  the 
lile's  savings  of  many  men,  the  sum  oi"  luxury, 
the  dream  of  a  miser! 

Above  )ne  the  j.eaks  still  stood  in  their 
stranjsjo  shapes,  lookiui;-  down  like  so  many 
judj^-es  ready  to  pass  sentence.  Above  them 
was  t!ie  cold,  disceriiin,!,^  sky,  and  beyond  them 
the  immutable  spaces  that  had  waited  my  coni- 
inii".  I  was  mad!  I  was  bereft  of  all  sense!  I 
l)luuge(l  into  the  stream,  f()ri>;etfui  of  t.ie  men- 
ace of  the  Ilatcliet,  of  the  cold  air,  of  the  dan- 
gers of  freezing  when  [  stepped  out,  and 
walked  throu,i;li  the  shallow  water. 

I  walked  on  yold,  red  gold!  It  was  there! 
Mine!  All  I  had  to  do  was  to  scoop  it  up.  each 
liaiidful  }ilacing  ine  higher  on  the  ladder  of 
the  luxuries  of  life.  My  situation,  my  desperate 
condition,  Kentucky  Smith — everything  was 
forgotten  in  that  baptism  of  hot  water  as  I 
slared  with  bulging  eyes  at  the  gold  beneath 
my  feet. 

I  was  disturbed  by  the  sound  of  wood  strik- 
ing wood,  and  down  through  the  trees  came 
the  dogs  Malieula  and  Barsick,  dragging  the 
sled  after  them,  and  looking  at  nw  with  ap- 
pealing eyes.     They  were  calling  me  to  reason 
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—  l)riii;4'itiu-  iiic  l);icl<  fo  reality!  I  w.ulcil  hack 
toward  tliciii,  and  stcppcil  oiit  on  tlic  hank. 
A,i,^aiii  my  foot  >ti'n('k  the  ohjcct  which  I  had 
first  ('tic()iiiitcrc<|,  niid  it  roMcd  away,  and  hxlycd 

lillt     a     t'cW    feet     IicyoIKh       I     stepped    ovel'    and 

picked  it  np.  It  was  a  skull,  freshly  cleane<| 
hy  ra\'en(iii^  te<'tlu  and  as  I  held  it'^  sj^rewsoiiie 
I'ace  toward  me  I  saw  that  in  the  hollow  ^I'iii 
was  a  l)!'okeii  tooth  capped  witli  siKcr.  And 
almost  beside  it  was  sometinii.n'  else.  lOven  in 
that  hoiaihU;  moment  i  stoo[jod  to  pick  up  the 
moccasins  of  i,^old. 


li  .  ' 


-h 


ciiArTFJi*  xviir 


'iiiK  i'i.A(  i;  OF  Tni;  i{i:i)  gold 

Sr.ou-LY,  as  I  stood  tlicrc  with  tliciti  in  my 
li;ni(l,  I  pulled  my  senses  to,i,n- tiler,  and  sub- 
jn^^itt'd  both  fear  and  <'lation,  which  wero 
stran-ely  intermin-led.  I  went  hack  to  the 
Hatchet's  camp,  an<l  >tarted  the  tire  in  tlio 
charred  eml)ers  he  had  left,  and  hastem-d  to 
unpack  the  sled  ;ind  ,h,„  dry  moccasins,  con- 
(hwnnini,-  myself  t'or  rusliin-  into  the  water  in 
iny  moment  of  frenzy.  I  threw  the  do-s  a  h  df 
fish  each,  to  keep  then  away  fi'om  nn-  ii-els, 
<Hid  went  out  and  with  my  feet  felt  the  thiu 
toj)  coverinii:  <>f  lio^ht  snow. 

I  found  th(>  Hatchet's  ritl(.  at  some  distance 
from  where  I  had  disc.vered  his  skull.  It  was 
empty,  and  the  stock  was  cracked  and  smeared, 
where  he  had  made  his  last  desperate  fi-ht 
with  the  wolv,.s  after  his  ammunitiou  was 
e.\})ended. 

Probably  he  had  clun^  to  the  moccasins 
through  some  wild  pathetic  regard  for  the 
s(iuuw  who  bad  last  owned  them,  and  so  brou^dit 
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tliriii  hncl.  tn  *!:•  s(»iirc<'  of  llifir  J^<)1<1.  P»T- 
li;i|)s  tlifv  Ii.'kI  •)Cfii  cari'icil  ;is  ;i  useless  biinleii 

ill     lii-     clotllilll,'-    wlieli     lie     I'dl.     ll.l  Illpel'lllL,'    his 

very  iiieveiiieiits  ill  that  last  stand,  when  iiiove- 
nieiit  iiH-aiit  life.  IN  rhaps  tliev  lia<l  aided  the 
wolves  and  death. 

The    whole    dread    picture,    brouirht    up    by 
"inairination,  did   not   sei-ve  to  render  the  spot 
more  liabital>l<'I      I   eouhl   not    help  but   wonder 
if  the  >,nioke  of  my  lire  ini.irht   not   brinu'  back 
that    fainislKMJ  pack.     1   had  moic  annnunition, 
I    was   certain,    than    tiie    llatclu't    had,   but    no 
m(»r<'   endurance.     That    pack   must    have   been 
orcat  in  numliei's,  a.  liorde  of  famine.     And  it 
nuist  have  been  a  persistent  pack,  wearinu-  liim 
out  with  sleeplessness  and  nnr<'st,  until  he  lost 
caution,    and    .u'ave    way    to    temi)er,    and    was 
ready    to    die    rather    than    have    them    longer 
glarin.i;'  at  him  fi'om  the  shadows,  and  now  and 
then   encroachinu-,   perhaps   sometimes   leapin.i? 
across    to    i,^et    at    him,    when    his    fire    <lied 
low. 

I  invoiced  his  food  supply.  The  man  must 
liave  ])een  mad  to  stoj*  there  a  day,  when  muh'r 
(luarter  i-ations  he  could  scarcely  bave  made 
the  return  trip  to  Sparbawk  and  Hoyce's  camp. 
F  must  iiu'ht  <d"f  a  similar  madness.  T  must 
control    mvself   lest   that    red   temptation  keep 
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IMC  tlicic  a   (lay   loo   loiii,',   and   scjiii   iiic  hack 
ward  sta!vii'^,  or  drive  inc  to  tiia<liK'ss  aud  the 
end  thci'c  hy  the  steainiiit,^  water. 

At  the  very  best  I  had  not  eiiou<;h  food  to  take 
mo  back  to  Keiituck  oii  full  rations.  The  do^^s 
were  the  most  important.  Very  well,  I  would 
oat  no  meat,  and  would  vuok  the  last  of  my  d(»,i,^ 
fish  and  bacon  sparingly,  with  oatmeal,  and 
food  them  on  that.  Kentuck  and  I  had  be- 
lieved, as  doubtless  had  the  Hatchet,  that  the 
red  ^'old  was  ))robably  less  than  two  chiys' 
journey  from  the  camp  where  he  left  the  body 
of  Mary;  but  it  was  almost  double  that,  so  I 
must  not  delay. 

Aly  discoveries  wore  not  over,  for  I  made 
one  trip  upward  alou^^  the  banks  of  the  stream 
above  where  the  hot  spring  entered  to  wash  its 
golden  froiglit.  A  cairn  of  rocks  xvas  there, 
and  I  wondered  what  meaning  it  could  have,  so 
worked  fo'  an  hour  exposing  its  contents.  They 
were  grewsome,  for  the  face  of  Pitkok,  frozen 
and  wide-eyed,  stared  up  at  me.  I  was  glad 
I  had  found  him,  for  the  last  renmant  of  sus- 
picion of  Sam  Barstow  was  swei)t  away.  I 
could  tell  C'avanaugh,  if  I  survived  to  see  him, 
that  Sam  had  told  the  truth.  The  torn  body 
was  evidence.  Pitkok  had  l)een  killed  by  a  bear 
in  the  very  goal  of  his  fooli.sh  ambitions.    Hur- 
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r !('(!'>•  1   replaced  the  stones,  and  Imrriedly  I 
went  back  to  the  Ilateliet's  camp. 

I  ]iatcli('d  up  the  dogs'  moccasins,  and 
thought  with  some  satisfaction  that  the  da>  's 
rest  would  put  them  in  better  condition,  if 
they  were  well  fed.  I  went  down  to  the  stream 
to  get  water.  It  was  salt,  and  impregnated 
with  iron.  I  had  to  take  the  time  to  melt  snow 
for  my  meager  cooking.  I  cut  and  dragged 
great  piles  of  fuel,  so  that,  if  the  wolves  re- 
turned, I  should  at  least  have  tlame.  And 
then,  when  all  th'o  *  tasks  were  complete,  I 
braved  the  stream,  and  scooped  out  more  of 
the  gold,  until  I  must  have  had  fifty  pounds 
of  it  in  the  tin  receptacles  1  had  inherited  from 
the  Sioux. 

It  is  with  some  pride,  even  at  this  moment, 
that  I  recall  my  restraint;  for  there  lay  teni])- 
tation  which  was  almost  irLCsistible,  but  that 
would  liave  certainly  led  me  to  death.  I  sup- 
pose I  niay  have  gathered  more  than  fifty 
l^ounds  of  that  red  metal,  reveling  drunkenly 
in  having  so  much  of  it  at  hand,  under  such  a 
thin  coating  of  gravel  that  all  1  had  to  do  was 
to  claw  it  from  the  natural  riffles  in  the  bed  rock 
as  the  stream  swe])t  and  cleaned  it  down  the 
natural  sluices.  T  still  believe  that  nowhere  in 
the  world,  not  even  on  the  Mother   Lode,  was 
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there  ever  such  a  placer  deposit,  in  that  same 
space  at  least. 

And    then    at    ni^ht    I    soborod    down,    and 
thought  of  the  weight  we  must  pull,  of  the  long 
trail,  of  the  shortness  of  food,  of  the  condition 
of  my  two  dc^s,  of  how  weak  I  would  be  when 
traveling  on  poor  nourishment,  and  slowlv,  hand- 
ful by  handful,  reluctantly  lightened  mv  treas- 
ure, and  carried  it  back,  and  threw  it  into  the 
stream,  where  it  would  again  be  caught  and 
preserved  for  that  time  when  Kentucky  or  I 
might  come  again.    And  even  then  it  seemed  to 
me  that  the  voice  of  prescience  told  me  that 
neither  of  us  would  ever  again  stoop  to  gather 

As  night  came  there  was  a  shadowv  depres- 
sion over  everything.     The  dogs  bv'mv  side 
howled  until  I  had  to  use  harsh  measures  to 
still   them,   lest   that   far-reaching  wail   bring 
those  enemies  of  the  tioidra  down  upon  me,  as 
they  had   come  down   on   the  Hatchet,   whose 
skull  and  such  ot  his  bones  as  I  could  gather 
were   resting   in    the    crotclies    of   a    tree.     It 
seemed  to  me  that  his  spirit  hovered  outside 
the   blazing  logs,   and   that   he   glared   at   me 
with    his    fierce    eyes,    impotent    and    angry 
because    I   was    the    only   one    of   that    sorrv 
procession  to  live.     It  seemed  to  me  that  he 
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wanted  to  (Ira.!;-  mo  across  the  l)orderlaud  of 

shadov.'. 

I  could  not  sleep.    :\Iy  nerves  were  tingliu?:, 
and  beside  me  the  do-s  shuddered,  and  whim- 
jtered,  and  burrowed  against  me,  as  if  for  pro- 
tection.     The    nortliern    sky    grow    lighter,    a 
finger  of  flame  appeared  to  stretch  across  it, 
to  bo  followed  by  waving  sh  ouds  of  white,  like 
the  vestments   of  an  arui.>    of  ghosts.     They 
danced  recklessly  and  rai)idly  across  the  vault 
of  the  night,  and  changed  their  colors  to  a  not 
of  red,  with  here  and  tiiere  a  somber  spread  of 
crimson  and  blue.    They  took  fantastic  shapes, 
as   if   rendering  more   unreal   their   dance   of 
death.     Thev  threw,  as  if  purposely,  a  back- 
ground of  light  behind  the  three  peaks  above 
me,  so  that  1  might  fully  realize  their  dread 
presence,  and  see  the  cruel,  malevolent,  devil- 
ish face  of  rock. 

But  now  that  face  in  the  twisting  light 
seemed  mobil(\  and  sometimes  leered,  some- 
times frowned,  and  'most  always  threat- 
ened with  such  dread  looks  that  I  was 
chilled  with  a  strange  fear.  The  eagle  no 
longer  sduatted,  but  his  wings  seemed  lifting, 
little  by  little,  and  once  I  feared  that  he  would 
launciriiimself  downward,  a  mountain  of  stone, 
to  bury  me  in  his  sweep.    The  trees  beside  our 
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camp  sG^'?ie(l  to  sliiiddor,  and  whisper,  and 
turn  toward  me,  and  the  faint  sound  of  the  run- 
ning water  was  a  demoniacal  consultation  and 
prediction  of  my  end. 

Nerves?  I  don't  know!  Perhaps;  but  what 
matter,  so  long  as  fear  had  gripped  me,  and 
tore  at  me,  and  made  me  long  to  scream  aloud! 
1  believe  that  I  should  have  died  had  I  been 
thus  obsessed  for  ten  consecutive  nights  in  that 
place,  and  I  thought  of  the  Hatchet's  terror. 
What  must  it  have  meant,  to  him  with  that 
hereditary  belief  in  spirits  of  the  dead,  in  the 
supernatural  lore  of  the  Indians,  and  the  pos- 
sibility of  the  place  of  red  gold  being  cursed 
forever!  May  he  not  have  seen  Koyce  and 
Sparhawk  across  the  fire,  even  as  I  fancied  I 
saw  h.im?  May  they  not  have  stretched  clutch- 
ing fingers  toward  him,  to  drag  him  out,  as  he 
did  toward  me? 

I  fought  with  myself,  piled  more  fuel  on, 
and  suppose  I  went  to  sleep. 

I  was  awakened  by  the  most  blood-curdling 
snarls  and  howls  I  have  ever  heard.  Both 
dogs  were  on  me,  and  mad  with  fear.  In 
the  light  I  could  see  that  tlieir  ruffs  were 
raised,  until  every  hair  was  on  end,  and  their 
fangs  were  bared  beneath  their  snarling  lips 
as  they  confronted  something  I  could  not  see, 
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out  beyond  the  flames.  I  threw  them  off,  and 
got  to  my  feet  in  one  bound,  with  my  rifle  in 
my  hand,  my  scalp  itchin.i?  as  if  with  electric 
shocks,  and  my  fingers  twitching  on  the  trigger. 
I  scowled  out  into  the  darkness. 

Nothing  could  be  seen — nothing  could  be 
heard.  I  thought  of  wolves,  and  sprang  to  the 
fire,  and  kicked  light  sticks  on  it  until  it  was 
in  a  furious  blaze.  I  leaned  across  it,  with  the 
dogs  so  close  to  my  ''^-Is  that  they  were  almost 
singed,  and  listened 

There  was  not  a  sound,  save  that  made  by 
the  crackle  of  the  flames  and  the  stream  which 
carried  the  red  gold.  It  now  seemed  to  me  to 
be  hissing  and  angry.  The  shadows  outside 
■were  still,  but  they  had  assumed  indefinite 
shapes.  Invisible  enemies  were  waiting  for  me 
outside  the  line  of  tiro.  With  a  sudden  deter- 
mination of  anger,  I  leaped  across  it,  and  with 
its  light  at  my  back  could  see.  I  was  prepared 
for  an  attack;  but  none  came. 

Under  the  stars  and  on  tlie  underglow,  dim 
and  spectral,  of  the  snow,  I  could  see  every- 
where. There  was  nothing  in  sight.  Only  that 
deathly  immobility  of  tree  and  plain  and  hill, 
and  above  me  the  three  pinnacles  that  were 
leaning  forward  to  menace  me  and  guard  the 
treasure.    The  dogs  had  leaped,  whining,  after 


I   r 


PLACE  OF  THE  KED  COLD 


283 


me.  Maliiula  stood  between  my  legs,  still 
growling  and  snarling  at  tliat  something  1  could 
not  see,  and  Jiarsick  huddled  at  my  feet,  snap- 
ping now  and  then,  as  if  attacking  something 
invisible.  1  felt  it,  but  could  not  see  it,  felt  it 
as  certainly  as  1  am  now  alive! 

I  went  back  behind  my  barricade  of  fire,  and 
sat  there  with  my  rifle  between  my  knees,  and 
my  arms  around  my  dogs  for  ceniuries.  1  have 
lived  a  thousand  years,  if  ever  any  man  did, 
whether  it  be,  as  some  might  think,  through 
fright  Mid  madness,  or  because  every  instant 
of  that  dread,  expectant  wait  became  a  decade! 
And  I  am  not  afraid  to  die!  Nor  am  I  afraid 
of  any  living  thing!  But  there  was  something 
there  that  night  that  was  harder  to  wait  for 
than  either  life  or  death! 

I  had  packed  the  sLd  before  rolling  into  my 
blankets,  and  all  I  had  to  do  was  to  throw  the 
latte)-  in,  lash  the  fast<'nings,  hitch  on  the  dogs, 
and  go.  I  presume  there  are  those  who  will  say 
J  was  a  coward  when,  at  last,  with  the  shriek  of 
a  madman,  hoarse  and  inhuman,  I  caught  the 
dogs,  and  dragged  them  out  and  slipped  the 
harness  over  their  heads. 

All  the  time  they  snarled  and  threatened, 
but  their  anger  was  not  directed  at  me,  nor  did 
they  appear  less  eager  than  1  to  get  away  from 
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there.  It  wns  not  later  than  four  o'ehjck  in 
tile  nlornhl^^  but  we  pkin^ed  away  from  the 
strean:  of  ,ij:ol(l  ahnost  before  the  hist  sled  hish 
had  been  rcckh^ssly  thrown,  and  ran,  until 
breathless,  through  the  trees  and  up  the  long 
slo})e  dividing  the  pinnacled  rocks  from  the 
tioidni  beyond. 

We  ran  until  I  was  divested  of  {larka  and 
mackinaw.  a  j)iece  at  a  time,  and  the  sweat 
trickled  across  my  face  in  that  fearful  cold, 
and  my  lungs  were  allame,  and  the  dogs  were 
exhausted.  Then  we  slowed  down  as  our  sense 
returned,  and  traveled  only  to  keep  off  the  chill 
until  we  were  cool,  rnd  tired,  and  tlie  great 
fear  was  gone — left  behind! 

They  whim})ered  to  me  now  when  I  came 
alongside  them,  and  Malicula  licked  my  hand, 
as  if  thanking  me  for  taking  them  away  from 
that  place  of  the  curse,  wliere  they  could  appre- 
hend shapes  that  to  me  were  invisible.  And, 
tired  as  I  was,  every  mile  put  behind  lightened 
my  fear,  until  when  we  made  the  camp  where 
I  had  last  halted  before  venturing  toward  the 
peaks,  I  could  i)ause,  and  wonder  what  had  so 
obsessed  me,  and  could  endeavor  to  laugh  at 
my  past  fears. 

It  had  taken  me  three  days  to  make  the 
stream  of  treasure,  and,   with  the  additional 
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woi^ht  of  tlie  ^old.  It  took  inc  four  to  rotiini. 
And  the  last  of  theso  I  wont  with  scarw^lv  any 
food,  striviij<>:  to  t'onsorvo  it  all  for  the  do^^i, 
and  believing  that  could  they  but  last  to  where 
Kentucky  was  camped,  we  could  survive.  If 
they  did  not— well,  then  the  end  was  not  hard 
to  conjecture  for  both  him  and  me,  unless  the 
chase,  problematical  anywhere  that  far  north, 
yielded  fresh  meat.  There  were  a  lumdreci 
times  on  that  terrible  trail  when  1  resolved  to 
dump  overboard  the  ^old  that  I  was  bringing 
back,  and  then  the  determination  rose  tri- 
um])hant  that  I  would  at  least  die  with  some- 
thing to  show  for  the  trip. 

I  think  that  brooding,  after  all  that  I  had 
endured,    was    beginning   to    tell    on   me;    for 
little  things  were  catastroi)hes.     The  breaking 
of  a  harness  strand,  the  loosening  of  a   sled 
lashing,  the  tripping  of  a  snowshoe,  the  lightest 
scurry  of  wind,  a  moment's  perplexity  as  to 
what  course  I  should  take  on  that  vast  tundra 
where  the  trails  had  been  wiped  out— any  of 
these  would  drive  me  to  a  paroxysm  of  tenii)er. 
1  thank  God  that  I  did  not  abuse  the  poor  dumb 
brutes    that   were   giving  their   last   ounce   of 
strength  in  willingness  and  working  vrith  me  as 
we   trudged  across   that   unending  waste. 
One   morning  after   we   had   traveled   until 
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iiooii,  r  found  that  I  had  left  bohind,  iii>'.\pru'- 
ably,  tho  most  precious  of  my  possessions,  my 
kuit'c.  I  roared  in  anjj^er,  and  shook  my  fists  at 
the  skies,  1  sjtran^  to  the  sled,  jerked  off  the 
hishinfj:s  from  the  toi),  and  took  out  the  f^oi(U'U 
moeeasins,  I  threw  tliem  as  far  as  my  arm 
couhl  throw,  cursini;  them  as  they  fell  heavily 
into  the  distant  snow,  as  the  cause  of  all  my 
misfortune,  and  so,  at  last,  they  found  a  resting 
place  after  all  their  journeying',  and  all  their 
association  with  tragedy.  Symbols  of  death, 
and  woointi:,  and  fortune,  tiiey  w<'re  left  behind. 

Twice  1  lost  my  way,  and  wandered  vainly 
for  hours,  brushin.ii;  or  blowing  the  top  coating 
of  light  snow  aside,  in  <iuv'st  of  the  sled  trails 
made  by  the  Sioux  and  me  in  that  desperate 
northward  chase. 

A  scarecrow  of  a  man,  worn  to  a  razor's 
edge,  and  driving  dogs  who  dragged  themselves 
wearily  over  the  trail,  I  came  at  last  to  the 
co})se  I  knew.  The  dogs  lifted  ti-eir  heads,  and 
barked  joyously,  and  jiiiinged  forward  more 
rapidly.  I  saw  that  smoke  was  curling  from 
the  stovepipe,  and  was  choked  with  joy,  for  I 
knew  that  Kentuck  was  -till  alive,  and  I  am  not 
sure  that  I  did  not  cry  as  a  woman  from  weak- 
ness and  satisfaction  as  we  stopped  in  front 
of  the  tent. 


CHAPTER  XIX 


TUB  LONG  TliAIL, 

His  cheory  "Hello!  "  was  the  most  welcome 
sound  I  had  hoard  in  weeks.  1  hurrietl  into  the 
tent  where  he  was  lying,  and  he  put  a  hand  up 
to  me.  The  tent  was  warm;  but  I  had  arrived 
none  too  soon. 

"  I  got  it!  "  I  exclaimed,  but  he  only  smiled 
at  me,  with  a  i)athotie,  tired  face.  "  rt  was 
there,  all  right,  more  than  [  can  tell  you  of 
until  I  can  eat.    I'm  all  in!" 

"  Poor  old  chap,"  he  said  softly.  "  You  look 
as  if  about  one  more  day  of  the  trail  wou'd 
have  tinishea  you,  and  then— then— what  would 
have  become  of  me!  " 

The  half  sob  in  the  voice  told  me  what  he 
had  feared,  what  he  had  suffered,  and  I  turned 
my  back  to  him,  and  trie  '  to  speak  cheerfully 
b.  t  scarcely  recognized  the  thin,  croaking  voice 
as  my  own. 

"  The  last  of  the  beans  are  over  there  in 
the  kettle,"  he  said,  and  I  seized  them  like  a 
lamished  animal,  checking  myself  onlv  from  the 
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<Inn^,'(.r   of  <,v,.n.aliM-   l.y   .,    n-nmant    of   will 
pow.r.    And  in  the  ni^lit  I  .-nos.  an.l  ato  a^^■,iM 

HH-mis.   th,.  ovonvorked  Ix.ly  <.ri„,l  aloud  foi^ 
lood,  ovcu  in  sleep. 

I  loarned  nind,  of  that  terrihi..  lapse  whieh 
lio  had  en.lure,!,  h.-lpless  and  alone.  The  other 
co^'  was  dead.     Onee  he  had  heanl  wolves,  but 

li^-.v  l-ad  iMH-n  .listant.  arul  his  fears  had  come 

tonau^dit.  Jlish-^wasdoin^asweilaseould 
be  expected,  and  he  ha.I  sue^-eoded  in  removing, 
the  bandages  the  day  before,  an.l  puttini^  the 
'•rude  splints  closer.  But  it  was  a  long  time 
.olore  we  spok.-  of  or.e  neeessity,  and  that  was 
the  sui)ply  ot  food.  Whon  we  ,]id  it  was  with 
averted  eyes,  lor  each  knew  that  there  was 
•seareely  any   left. 

;' We'll  talk  about  that  in  the  niorning  "  I 
^M  ,  as,  half  ill,  r  cM-awled  into  n.y  blankets. 
And  by  the  morning,  so  resilient  is  lif(>  so 
tenacious,  so  self-rej,airing,  that  some  of'mv 
^'ourage  had  returned,  and  the  world  was  more 
normal. 

Kentuck  must  have  been  awake  a  long  time 
and  caretul  not  to  distu  ^  me,  for  he  had  started 
the  fire  from  wdiere  he  lay,  and  the  smell  of 
«moke  awoke  me.  I  was  about  to  speak,  but 
cheeked  myself,  and  rested,  with  eves  closed 
trying  to  reason  out  our  best  course.    It  camJ 
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to  mo.  as  a  (•(•rtaiiily,  tliat  oiir  slim  hope  of  lif,. 
l;iy   in   prcssiiio-  i,;„.i^   |,,   y,,.   j,,.,,.^.   ^^.j^^^j.^,  ^|^^_ 

tripl."  iramh-  lia.l  l)(.<.n  cotisummatcd,  for 
tliciv.  at  least,  was  a  little  food.  Slowly  f 
thoii.ylit  over  the  (jiiaiitity  I  had  left  with  Keii- 
tuek  when  I  started  on  alone,  and  came  to  the 
•'••Jiclusjon  that  there  could  be  scarcely  any  left. 
My  resolve  was  taken. 

I  .vawned  and  sat  up,  as  if  just  aroused,  and 
he  looked  at  me  with  the  look  of  a  child  staring' 
.•>t  its  ^ruardian.  In  the  davlis?ht  I  saw  how 
seriously  his  misfortune  had  told  on  him,  and 
ni.v  heart  sank  a  little,  as  F  saw  that  his  face 
was  so  much  thinner,  his  hands  so  nuich 
more  nervous,  and  his  whole  body  so  much 
wasted, 

"  Sleep  well?  You  have  been  at  it  fourteen 
hours."  lie  said.  "  But  I  was  afraid  you  didn't 
because  you  moaned,  and  swore,  and  shrieked, 
in  tlie  night,  sometimes." 

"I  feel  tine,"  I  asserted.  <' I  did  dream 
some;  but  that  doesn't  count." 

I  pretended  to  be  thoughtful. 

"I  think  I  told  you,  last  night,  aH  about 
the  })lace  wheie  the  gold  is,  and  tiiai  \  found 
Pit.iiok's  body  as  well  as  tlie  Hatchet's,  and 
that  1  brought  away  a  little  of  the  gold,  all  I 
could  bring,  on  account  of  the  weight?  " 
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"  Vos,"  lio  snid;  ''yon  <,,I,1  ni.'  tli;it  imicli. 
and  said  tlic  ^old  was  in  the  sK'd.  I'd  Hk,.  („ 
sec  it." 

"  Hut  I  didn't  toll  yon  that  I  'M  (lulto  a  little 
food  left  by  the  Sioux." 

*'  No!  "he  said  iruTcduIoiisly.  "  Well,  that's 
the  best  news  of  all." 

He  thoii<;lit  \\>v  a  moment,  and  then  his  face 
twitched  with  the  weakness  of  the  man  who  has 
suffered  illness,  ai  lie  said:  "Old  man,  L 
thou<,'ht  when  y(  u  came  in  last  ni^dit  that  voii 
Jiad  been  starviiii,^  to  death.  I  couldn't  talk. 
This  lum))  in  my  tl.n  at!  That's  why  the  goUl 
you  brou<;ht  back  didn't  seem  so  i^'ood.  It  hurt 
nii^dity  bad  to  look  at  you  when  you  came  in. 
I  had  to  keep  right  (juiet  to— well,  to  keep  from 
blubb(ri.)'  !  ,  >  a  b.u^^  I  " 

lie  had  brightened  as  lie  talked,  as  if  his 
mind  were  relieved,  but  f  dared  not  meet  his 
oyos  lest  he  read  that  lie.  I  assumed  a  gavety 
I  did  not  feel,  and  brought  him  the  red  gold, 
through  which  he  ran  his  fingers,  picking  up  a 
nugget  nosv  and  then  to  inspect  it.  and  study- 
ing that  curious  red  while  I  prepared  the  break- 
fast. It  was  liberal.  I  resolved  to  have  all  I 
wanted  once  more  before  I  died,  no  matter  what 
the  cost.  After  that  T  must— I  can  scarcely 
write  now  of  how  my  resolution  wavered,  of 
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liou-  cou-anlly  I  uns,  m.hI  of  how  I  shrank  fn.iu 
wliat  Kiiist  ('(jMic. 

*'  I'lil  we  nmsf  u;n  („,— tochu!  ••  I  assorted 
''  W.-  M.nst  -..f  l.a.-k  t<.  that  other  (-ami,,  or  wr 
will  st;ii\-.'.  most  ('crtaiiiiv." 

"  Then   vv,.  ,„iist   ioav«.'this  brhind,"  ho  as- 
s--rt<..l.  si^rhhv^  ..,.s  ho  (iroppod   tho  nu-i,^<.ts  ho 

'';';'    '^*"''"    iK'ldiii^'    into    tli,>    hhiok     ,ot    at    his 
sido. 

"^';^^"  T  assontod.  Ihxt  if  was  anothor  lio. 
J<>'-  I  li.'id  boconjo  so  tiJIod  with  hatrod  for  that 
^^;<'ld  and  what  it  had  .-ost.  that  I  had  h-soK-.m! 
that  I  would  roturn  with  it  oi  (h"o.  "I'll  c-u-ho 
it  soniowhons  so  that  w<>  oan  ^H  it  if  <.vor  wo 
oonio  hack." 

"  If  wo  conio  baok ?  If  wo  conic  back '  " 
His  voice  had  tiio  helpjoss  tones  of  a  man 
wuose  spirit  has  been  broken  bv  all  that  ho  has 
|'n<  nred  and  I  kn(-w,  then,  that  Kentucky  Smith 
had  lived  through  centuries  in  that  time  whon  I 
was  absent,  as  surely  as  had  I,  struggling,  al- 
ways. 

We  broke  camp  at  noon.  I  know  it  was  noon 
when  I  hlted  him  to  the  sled,  and  prepared  to 
say  good-by  to  the  scene  of  misfortune,  for  I 
looked  at  my  wat<-h  and  wondered  liow  far  we 
could  travel,  Malicula,  Barsick,  and  I.  before 
tlie  last  light  waned,    ^vevy  hour  must  be  made 
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to  count.  Hvory  mik'  traveled  meant  that  juiicli 
more  of  a  -liaDc.'  to  live.  And  (rod  knows  I  was 
tired  wlicn  w.-  started,  and  that  had  not  K'eii- 
tneky  Smith,  broken,  ill,  and  helpless,  been  there 
behind  me.  I  would  i-ather  have  taken  ni}-  pistol 
and  put  a  more  nicreiful  end  to  the  faithful  do^^s 
and  myself,  than  have  attempted  it. 

It  was  that  same  interminable  struggle,  that 
same  interminable  sut'fci-ing,  that  I  had  endured 
from  tiie  time  1  tui-ned  my  l)ack  (m  the  three 
lieaks,  now  so  far  behind.  The  frozen  meat  of  a 
dog.  a  stringy  skeleton  meat  for  the  team,  half 
rations  for  a  man  lieli)less  and  recpiiring  n(Hir- 
ishment,  and  (piai'ter  rations  for  myself,  were 
the  supi.lles  with  which  I  faced  that  journey, 
which  had  taken  ns  three  days  to  make  when  we 
assisted  each  other. 

Now  r  lied  on  that  trip!  ITow  the  cunning  of 
a  madness  that  had  become  constant  made  me 
dissemble  ab- lit  my  share  of  the  food!  How 
many  mornings  I  arose  quietly,  and  stealthily, 
an'l  weakly,  and  assured  him  that  I  had  break- 
fasted, wli(  1)  my  famished  eyes  followed  every 
mouthful  as  he  conveyed  it  to  his  lips!  How 
1  nibbled  at  the  moldy  dog  fish,  v.iiich  I  lutd 
reserved  for  myself,  stealing  rather  from  those 
poor  brutes  tottering  alongside  me  in  the  trail 
than  from  Kentuckv  Smith. 
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He  told  mo,  long  alter,  :liat  there  were  times 
wlien  he  was  afraid  of  me,  as  I  reeled  alou- 
the  trail,  amgmg  in  a  cracked  voice  as  I  tried 
to  make  him  feel  that  I  was  happv  and  confi- 
dent.   He  told  me  Ion-  afterward  that  it  took  us 
SIX  days  to  get  back  to  the  place  where  we  had 
cached  the  food  left  by  Sparhawk  and  Koyce 
and  that  at  the  last  I  heard  sounds  which  were 
not  audible,  and  threatened  to  kill  him  when  he 
tried  surreptitiously  to  lighten  the  load  of  the 
red  gold.    But  to  me  much  of  it  is  a  blank,  and 
instead  of  six  days  we  trailed  through  eternity, 
with    that    profanati  m    of    French,   "Mush' 
IMush  on!  "  always  my  sole  thought.' 

I  do  remember  this,  that  for  a  long  Ime  we 
traveled  through  silence,  and  that  I  was  deathly 
ill,  and  that  the  snow  was  coated  with  red  which 
1  thought  was  a  coating  of  red  gold,  and  that  I 
cursed  it,  and  that  at  last  we  saw  something 
ahead  that  I  vaguely  remembered  having  seen 
beiore  as  I  gave  a  final  stagger,  threw  the 
rope  from  my  shoulder,  and  pitched  headlon- 
into  the  soft  snow  beside  our  trail. 

The  first  thing  of  which  1  have  a'  clear  recol- 
lection IS  Constantino's  face  bonding  over  me 
and   the  hot,   wonderful   draft   of  moat  broth 
poured  down  my  throat;  of  how  my  dawlike 
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fiiiiivrs  seized  the  od.uc  of  the  tin  kcttU-.  niid  of 
liow  1  cried  like  a  cliiM.  and  tried  to  tiijlit  I'or 
its  retention,  as  lie  jailled  it  away  from 
me. 

We  n-ere  in  that  ill-i'ated  eaini),  and  the  days 
had  passed.  Cunstantine  had  at  last  got  word 
tliat  his  sister  had  started  away  uortliward  with 
the  Sioux,  and,  as  it  came  to  him  from  Taninaw, 
he  surmised  where  they  were  g'oing.  He,  too, 
had  liea)d  where  it  lay,  and  had  gone  to  find 
her.  J  douht  not  that  in  his  heart  was  some 
other  liope,  that  primitive,  savage  desire  that 
never  ipiite  leaves  the  primitive  man — the  thirst 
for  vengeanee. 

Patiently  he  had  trailed  them  to  tin's  cam]i.  to 
his  sorrow.  And  there  he  had  found  her  body, 
and  knew  that  his  quest  for  her  at  least  was 
at  an  end,  and,  with  native  reasoning,  when  he 
saw  the  eadie  of  food,  had  eoneluded  that 
sooner  or  later  his  enemy,  the  Ilatehet,  would 
return.  Caribou  had  crossed  his  trail,  and  he 
had  an  abundance  of  food,  and  I  doubt  not 
would  have  remained  there,  waiting,  and 
waiting,  for  months,  had  we  not  come  to 
tell  iiim  that  the  Hatchet  was  beyond  his 
eai-tlily  reach.  Like  ours,  his  (piest  was  at  its 
end. 
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And  so,  in  (i„io,  b.lorc  tlio  snows  wore  i^ono 
wo  turned  ao:ain  toward  the  south.  Hut'  now 
it  was  not  so  hard,  for  ho  had  many  doo-s  ,nd 
yo  had  niuoh  food,  and  tho  cold  was  ^ot  so 
droar,  and  Kentucky  was  recovorin..- 

It  was  in  tlie  afternoon  ar,l  the'^davs  W(u-o 
already  undtUy  warm,  wlien  we  trailed  tiirou^di 
the  soit  snow  around  the  bend,  and  cau^dit  our 
view  ot^  Xeueloviat.  The  snow  ha<l  been  so 
solt  that  It  had  cIoM-^^ed  and  deJayed  us,  and  the 

dayl,,.bt  was  Jono-,  for  the  sun  had  returned  to 

he  Aortli  to  brin^^  the  melting  of  the  bhmke^ 

the  hreak.n,,^  of  tho  ice,  the  son-^s  of  the  birds 

2<wddtowlf]yin,.  to  their  breeding  grounds, 
andhebrdhancyofspri^  ^^^-- ^-"— '^ad 
skirted  the  edges  of  the  river,  tVaring  at  anv 
time  to  see  dark  cracks  outlined  on  its  sur- 
acG.  ^^  ater  was  gurgling  here  and  there  from 
tlio  entering  streams,  and  so  it  was  with  grea^ 
relief  that  we  saw  tlie  camp. 

A  group  of  men  stood  in  front  of  the  tradin- 
post,  whose  door  was  open,  an<l  called  to  osiers 
m   surprise  at   finding  anyone   s.iir  traveling. 

fit    7VT  ''"'  '"'^  •■"  "^  •••Pi'-ached,  and 
fii-stofall  [heard  Dan's  voice  bellowing  a  wel 
eome  mixo.l  with  scathing  accusations  of  des^- 
tion  to  conceal  his  happiness.     Kentucky  bob- 
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l)l*'(l  (iff  the  sled  with  his  crutch,  and  Cava- 
iiaii^h  took  lioUl  of  my  arm. 

"You've  Ocon  thcM'e?"  he  questioned,  and 
there  was  not  ([uite  an  interrof^ation  in  his 
voice. 

"  Yes,"  I  said,  and  I  could  not  repress  a 
shudder. 

"  Tell  me  ahout  it  to-night,"  he  said,  ))ut- 
ting  a  tinger  to  his  lips,  and  I  understood  and 
acquiesced. 

We  talk<'d  at  random  with  those  around,  and 
Dan  and  I  at  last  got  into  the  corner  of  the 
post  alone. 

"  Tom."  he  said,  "  what  made  you  do  it? 
Are  you  datfy?  " 

"  i)an,"  r  said,  "  I  found  it.  It's  there,  lots 
of  it,  the  red  gold." 

For  a  full  minute  he  looked  at  me,  and  then 
reached  up  and  ran  his  tiugers  along  the  edges 
of  my  hair. 

"  And  it  ran  threads  of  white  through  there, 
didn't  it,  old  parduer!  And  it  stole  twenty 
years  from  tlie  sluice  boxes  of  your  life!  And 
so,  for  me,  it  can  stay  there.  AVe  have  gold, 
honest  gold,  bright  and  yellow,  in  our  own 
ground.  More  than  you  and  I'll  ovor  want.  F 
struck  it  four  days  after  you  left,  and  for  weeks 
there  hasn't  been  a  day  when  there  were  less 
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than    twenty    or   thirty    men    workin'    on    the 

claim." 

"  Hut,  Dan,"  I  said,  "  J  don't  think  1  ouglit 
to  he  in  on  that.     1  went  away.     I  didn't  lieip. 
It  onglit  to  be  all  yours.     I've  got  some  e*'  the 
red  gold— maybe  ten  thousand  dollars'  woi    ■  " 
"  I'll  iiave  none  ot"  it!  "  he  roared.     "  i  .n 
afraid  of  it.     It  ai  I't  no  good!     It's  under  a 
eurse,  as  sure  as  there's  a  God!     Give  it  to 
Kentuck,  Tom,  and  be  my  pardner.     I've  al- 
ways figured  you  as  in  half,  just  the  same,  and 
just  as  you  figured  me  in  for  half  of  wliat  you'd 
find  away  off  up  there," 

He  suddenly  caught  me  by  both  arms,  and 
looked  down  into  my  eyes.  His  voice  lowered, 
and  was  tender  as  a  woman's: 

"  I  know  one  reason  why  you  went,  Tom. 
You  wouldn't  have  done  it,  L  have  a  notion,  if 
it  hadn't  been  that  you  thought  about  me  and 
what  I  told  you.    Ain't  that  so?  " 

1  held  my  tongue.  He  knew.  He  gave  me 
a  slap  on  the  back  that  almost  top])Ied  me  over. 
"  That's  settled!  "  he  declared.  "  There'll 
be  no  more  talk  about  that  i)art  of  it.  You're 
to  give  what  you  brought  back  to  Kentuck.  If 
it  makes  you  feel  any  better,  we'll  do])e  it  out 
that  we  three  own  the  red-gold  claim  together, 
and  will  go  for  it  if  it  ever  strikes  us  that  we 
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need  it.  IJut  now  you'i'c  i  iv  -;nno  old  ]);irdnor, 
and  there's  ^old  enoni;li  caclicd  in  that  safe  in 
tlie  corner  over  tiier*-,  so  1  ain't  thinkin'  you'll 
trv  acrain  for  the  other." 

Outside,  Constant ine  was  tlirowin^  off  Ken- 
tuck's  and  my  things.  The  idlers  had  turned 
their  attention  to  an  excited  arirunient  farther 
up  the  street,  in  1  ront  of  tiie  Horn  Spoon,  which 
now  seemed  to  me  like  a  scene  from  a  past  life. 
I  carried  in  the  In'avy  burden  of  red  that  I  had 
clung  to  through  all  those  desperate  leagues, 
and  asked  Cavanaugh  to  put  it  in  his  safe.  He 
did  so  with  a  wry  face,  as  if  hating  its  sight.  I 
was  to  see  it  but  once  more. 

*'  There's  Kentuck,  askin'  Windy  Jim  if  he 
can  use  his  cabin  till  he  gets  some  other  place 
to  bunk,"  Dan's  voice  growled  behind  me. 
"  Go  tell  him  now.  Ho  must  feel  bad  at  havin' 
nothiu',  poor  cuss!  " 

I  went  up  and  waited  until  Jim  had  assured 
him  that  he  was  welcome,  and  then  hastened  to 
join  the  crowd  farther  up  that  turgid  line  of 
cabins  forming  the  water  front. 

"  Kentuck,"  I  said,  when  we  were  alone, 
"  I  always  told  you  that  half  of  whatever  I  got 
belonged  to  Dan;  so  Dan  and  you  and  I  are 
still  pardners  in  that  claim  back  off  in  the 
North." 
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"  Mo?    Not  inc!  "  lio  asserted.    "  Vou  found 
it.     It's  yours." 

I  did  not  Jiccd  liini. 

"  Dan  has  struck  it  while  I  was  m'giU'.  I 
don't  need  any  of  tlic  ivd  -old.  So  I'm  -oin- 
to  make  you  take  what  wo  hrou^Hit  out.  Thoro 
must  bo  about  ton  thousand  dollars'  worth.  It 
will  bo  onou^di  for  you  to— woll.  to  carry  out 
what  you  want  to  (b)." 

He  lookod  at  mo  in  a  puzzled  wav,  loaning 
on  Ills  crutoh. 

'MVhat  1  want  to  do.'  [  don't  quite  get 
you.     What  <b)  you  mean.'  " 

"  To  marry  Bessie."  The  words  eamo  with 
ditTicult}',  and  slow. 

U(}  loaned  baek  and  laughed,  while  I  stood 
open-mouthed.  ' 

"Marry  Bessie!  Never  thought  of  such  a 
thmg!  Besides,  I'm  engaged  to  a  girl  down  in 
Kentucky,  and  she  knows  it!  She's  a  bully 
little  pal.  She's  the  only  real  sister  I  ever 
bad,  is  Bessie!  " 

I  rubbed  my  hands  over  my  eyes,  and  for  an 
instant  believed  that  the  madness  of  that  Far 
North  still  befogged  me.  I  stammered  when  I 
spoke,  and  the  words  were  jumbled. 

"  But  I  saw  her  kiss  you— and  vou  Iield  her 
in  your  arms— and  you  kissed  her— that  day 
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wlicii  tlu'  mail  cainc  in — and  you  had  a  Ictl'T  in 
vouf  hand  then !  " 

A.yain  he  hiughcd,  and  then  sobered  to  a  rare 
^n-avity. 

*'  What  a  fool  1  am,  iicxei-  to  ha\t'  (|uit(» 
understood,  and  1  wondered  a  heap  about  it, 
too,  when  there  was  notiiin'  else  to  do.  That 
h'tter  was  from  my  l)rother.  lie's  a  bi^^  insanity 
specialist  out  in  the  States,  .  .1  he  was  an- 
swerin'  a  letter  of  mine  that  I  never  lold  her 
about,  in  whit-h  I  put  old  P.iU's  case  uji  to  him. 
Nox'er  did  so  mucli  wi-ilin'  about  how  a  man 
aetod  in  my  life!  And  he  wrote  l)a('k  that  there 
was  still  a  chance  foi-  IJill,  and  that,  if  he  could 
have  him  brou^dit  out,  he  nii^'ht  i)ull  jiini  around 
and  straighten  him  out.  And  when  I  read  the 
letter  to  Bessie,  she  just  naturally  flunij:  her 
arms  around  mo,  and  sai<l:  '  Vou  dear  tliini^! 
Jf  I  wasn't  in  love  with  Tom,  I  'd  marry  you!  '  " 

1  could  not  answer.  I  was  too  hurried.  [ 
was  too  far  away!  I  was  ruimini,'  up  the  hill 
to  the  cabin  of  hope,  and — well,  I  was  m)t  at 
Cavanaui^di's  to  tell  liim  the  story  until  (juite 
late  I 


They  are  scattered  now,  after  all  these  years. 
Cavanaugh  is  ,s.,'one  on  that  last,  lonif  trail,  and 
may  Heaven  rest  him!    Faithful  in  life  to  the 
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"'  '."  ''"••^tl,,  MMd  siH-  inlHTif,.,!  all  that  h,-  ha.l 
^"  .%''ve,  ever,  to  tl...  last  r.d  ..u-.-ts  fn.n.  his 
•j;at.«,  and  i.Thaps,  altllo,.^.h   Im-  l.ft  a   M.o<lost 

^'''■'^'"'StlH'yw.n.tlH.H.ostpnz.Ml,  forinth.m 
was  our  story.     K,.„tu.-k  coines  to  s...  „.  oiuv 

■"  a  win  I,,  witi,  ],is  hrotlH-r,  to  whom,  .von  uheu 
<iyH..^    H,ll    Wilton    was   .ratoiu]    for   his    last 

yoars  ol  1,1,,  (hHifo  that  hold  so  nuu-h  that  was 
a  niank. 

_  l>an  and  1  pass  slow  and  soft  livos  up  horo 
in  ho  Siorras,  and  each  yoar  our  niin.  pavs  us 
well  and  wo  aro  not  oa,:,^.r  for  n.on-.  "Par- 
ticu  arly  ,s  this  so  with  nio,  whon  Hossio  tolls 
mo  that  sho  is  content,  and  1  an,  reniinded  of 
tlio    ion^,    luttor   trail    by   Malicula    and    Bar- 

pordK     "'^'"''   ''"'  ''''^'  "^  ^^''  ""^'"^  "°   «"^- 
It  is  still  there,  somewhore  off  up  in  that  Far 

ofbloo,  ,  as  ,    the  blood  of  all  thoso  who  sou^d.t 
It  had  stained  it  deep  down  into  the  frozen  soil 
and    liad    wanned    to    p.^rpotual    warmth    the' 
waters  that  flow  aeross  it  from  the  spring  a 
tlH' toot  of  the  three  peaks.    But  from  i[  T  claim 
nothing   not  even  a  hope,  a  desire,  or  a  curi- 
osity    Cursed  or  not,  it  holds  no  thrall  on  me 
and  I  want  none  of  it.     Is  there  anything  in 
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the  }<ii|)('i-stili()M  sill  TdUiKliii^^  it,  ;is  it  lies  tlirrc, 
iT.l  aii-l  ;<lfaiiiiii^'-.'  That,  tcm,  I  dci  not  know. 
IJiil  (if  its  story  and  what  it  vo>[  tliost.'  wlio 
knew  of  it,  I  have  tohl. 


THE   END 
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